IIAKKY  E.  HOU  r,  rilUMSHKR,  ICC  WEST  23D  STREET,  Nfcff  YORK 


Price  7  Cents 


NEW  YORK,  MAY  4,  1921 


8Sil 


He  saw  the  enraged  men;  saw  the  weapons  in  their  hands,  and  with  a  lightning-like  movement 
caught  up  the  girl  and  held  her  senseless  form  so  as  to  cover  his  own 
worthless  body.  Then  he  drew  hia  knife. 
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KIT  CARSONS  KIT 

THE  YOUNG  ARMY  SCOUT 

By  AN  OLD  SCOUT 


CHAPTER  I. — The  White  and  Red  Assassins. 

Bang!  Then  a  cry  of  pain. 

“Pm  wounded!” 

The  scene  was  such  a  one  as  often  met  the 
"  "eTe  of  border  travelers  fifty  years  ago.  A  small 
belt  of  timberland  on  the  edge  of  the  prairie, 
watered  by  a  flowing  brook;  a  dozen  acres  of  land 
under  cultivation,  cattle  grazing  on  it,  and  a 
rather  roughly  constructed  house  formed  of  hewn 
logs,  situated  in  the  center  of  the  unfenced  farm. 
In  one  of  the  fields,  hoe  in  hand,  stood  a  man  of 
forty.  From  his  lips  had  issued  the  cry  of  pain.. 

A*  gunshot  had  reverberated  through  th^1  wood 
patch,  and  the  bullet  had  lodged  in  the  settler’s 
left  arm.  In  those  unsettled  days  men  worked  in 
the  fields  of  the  West  with  their  rifles  near  at 
hand.  The  wounded  settler  bent  down  and  hastily 
picked  up  his  gun.  Another  shot  rang  out  from 
the  woods,  and  a  bullet  ripped  up  the  earth  at 
the  man’s  feet.  The  settler  was  convinced  that 
his  foes  did  not  number  more  than  two,  else  more 
shots  would  have  been  fired  at  him  as  he  stood 
exposed  to  the  aim  of  the  hidden  enemy.  He 
rushed  at  full  speed  toward  the  cabin.  A  white 
man  and  an  Indian  sprang  forth  from  the  cover 
*  of  the  woods  and  ran  after  him,  carrying  their 
discharged  guns  in  their  hands. 

The  door  of  the  cabin  was  open,  and  ^  in  the 
doorway  appeared  the  form  of  the  settler’s,  wife. 
At  that  period  women  learned  to  use  the  rifle  as 
well  as  the  needle  in  the  forests  and  on  the  vast 
plains  of  the  far  West.  This  woman  was  no  ex¬ 
ception  to  the  general  rule.  She  grasped  a  rifle 
with  both  hands,  and  her  eyes  blazed  up  as  she 
saw  her  husband’s  danger. 

_ •* Robert!”  she  shrieked  out  to  him,  “drop  down!” 

-'-'Be  saw  her,  saw  the  rifle  in  her  hands,  and 
understood  what  was  required  of  him.  He  fell 
to  the  ground,  and  the  brave  wife  discharged  her 
weapon.  The  bullet  sent  by  the  woman  had  miss¬ 
ed  its  mark.  Before  the  man  could  rise  from  the 
ground  they  were  upon  him.  With  a  triumphant 
yell,  the  red  rascal  fell  upon  the  prostrate  man. 
In  an  instant,  his  long  knife  was  buried  to  the 
very  hilt  in  the  settler’s  heart.  Then  the  red 
fiend  tore  the  scalp  from  the  head  of  his  dead 
prey,  shaking  it  aloft  in  triumph.  The  woman 
shrieked  out  with  intense  horror,  and  bounding 
bark  within  the  cabin,  hastily  closed  and  barred 
\iih  door.  She  turned  one  mournful  glance  on  a 
little  baby  that  lay  sleeping  on  the  bed,  and  then, 
'.uth  flercely  compressed  lips,  caught  up  a  powder 
horn  and  began  to  reload  her  rifle. 


“While  I’ve  breath  left  in  my  body  I  will  bat¬ 
tle  for  my  child,”  the  brave  young  wife  said,  and 
poured  the  powder  into  the  barrel. 

Crash!  There  was  a  window,  a  small  light,  on 
the  side  of  the  room,  and  this  the  wife  had  for¬ 
gotten  about.  It  crashed  inward,  the  glass  splin¬ 
tering  into  a  myriad  pieces.  A  scream  pealed 
from  the  lips  of  the  devoted  woman  as  she  turn¬ 
ed  to  see  the  face  of  the  white  man  glaring  at 
her  from  the  opening. 

“Unbar  the  door!”  he  yelled. 

“Never!” 

The  brute  laughed,  and,  drawing  up  his  left 
hand,  leveled  a  pistol  at  her. 

“Then  I’ll  fix  you!”  he  cried,  and  fired  at  the 
defenceless  creature. 

The  bullet  struck  her  near  the  heart,  and  she 
fell  dying  to  the  floor.  The  murderer  ran  away 
from  the  little  window.  With  his  Indian  com¬ 
rade  he  battered  at  the  door.  With  rifle  butts 
and  hatchets  they  both  worked  away  at  it,  and  in 
the  course  of  five  minutes’  time  had  shattered  it 
from  the  hinges.  They  leaped  through  the  open¬ 
ing,  and  the  Indian  kicked  aside  the  still  living 
body  of  the  woman. 

“The  fire  water!”  he  cried,  and  made  a  straight 
dive  for  the  cupboard,  the  door  of  which  stood 
open. 

The  red  rascal,  with  a  yell  of  very  great  pleas¬ 
ure,  hauled  forth  a  big  bottle  of  liquor,  which 
he  had  found  on  the  cupboard  shelf. 

As  he  held  the  bottle  to  his  lips  the  report  of 
a  rifle  rang  out.  The  bottle  in  the  redskin’s  hands 
was  shivered  to  atoms.  Pit — pat!  came  the  rap¬ 
id  footfalls  of  advancing  feet. 

“Cut  it!”  cried  the  man,  as  he  placed  the  wed¬ 
ding  ring  on  his  finger.  “There  comes  Kit  Carson, 
and  Brent  with  him!” 

Across  the  fields  were  coming  two  men,  attired 
in  the  costume  of  the  old-time  prairie  guide. 
Whisk!  Out  through  the  window  the  Indian 
went.  The  white  man  followed  him  like  a  flesh. 
Then  awaiv  they  rushed  toward  the  woods.  Ten 
seconds  later  two  men  rushed  into  the  room 
through  the  badly  broken  doorway.  One  was  a 
giant  in  structure,  a  young  man  of  herculean  pro¬ 
portions.  His  comrade  was  a  man  of  not  quite  the 
medium  height,  active,  bright-eyed,  and  resolute. 
The  little  man  was  the  most  celebrated  scout  and 
guide  the  wide  West  has  ever  known* — Kit  Carson. 
The  young  giant  was  his  friend  and  constant 
comrade,  known  and  feared  und«t  t hs  na.oio  of 
Brent. 
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"Where  are  they?”  cried  Kit. 

"Gone,”  said  Brent. 

"There  they  go,”  said  Carson,  pointing  out 
through  the  window.  “See,  they  are  streaking  it 
to  the  woods.” 

“Shall  I  follow  them?”  eagerly  asked  the  giant. 

“No;  it  would  only  be  risking  your  life  for  no 
good.  Let  them  go;  we  shall  meet  them  again, 
perhaps.  Is  that  poor  woman  dead?” 

“Stone  dead,”  said  the  giant,  bending  over  the 
murdered  female.  “She  has  gone  to  join  her 
husband.” 

“Yes,”  said  Kit,  “they’re  both  in  the  spirit  land 
now.” 

“Did  you  know  them?” 

“Yes— Robert  Searle  and  his  wife.  They  were 
so  happy!  But  I  know  the  two  murderous 
wretches!” 

“The  white  man  is  Damley  Bree.” 

“Right,  and  the  other  is  Darnley’s  Indian  chum, 
Neoska,  the  Blackfoot.  If  ever  I  meet  them — 
hark!  What  was  that?” 

“Why,  here  is  a  young  one,  a  little  bit  of  a 
baby,  crying,”  said  the  giant,  and  with  tender 
care  he  lifted  from  the  bed  the  squalling  infant, 
a  child  only  a  few  weeks  old.  “Oh,  Kit,  whht 
shall  we  do  with  this  kid?” 

“Well,  its  parents  are  dead,  and  the  child  is 
in  our  hands.  You  don’t  want  the  little  fellow?” 

“Not  I,”  said  Brent. 

“Then  I’ll  take  him,  educate  and  train  him, 
and  let  him  know  who  killed  his  parents.  If  they 
are  living  when  he  gets  big  enough  to  handle  a 
rifle,  then  it  shall  be  his  task  to  track  them  down 
and  bring  them  to  justice.” 

“He  looks  a  bit  like  you.” 

“Indeed.”  said  the  guide.  “Then  if  he  grows 
up  a  credit  to  me,  he  shall  take  my  name,  and 
become  Kit  Carson’s  Kit.” 


CHAPTER  II.— Kit  Carson’s  Kit. 

“Sound  the  alarm!” 

“The  outlaws  are  coming!” 

“Run  to  the  fort!  Here  come  the  white  and 
red  rangers!” 

Fort  Riley  is  a  military  post  of  Davis  County, 
Kansas,  one  hundred  'and  forty  miles  from  Fort 
Leavenworth.  There  is  quite  a  considerable  town 
near  the  fort.  Into  this,  one  bright  day  late  in 
the  spring  of  1878,  there  came  galloping  a  troop 
of  horse.  With  a  grand  clatter,  a  chorus  of  the 
most  deafening  yells,  and  with  arms  brandishing 
in  the  sunlight,  they  dashed  into  the  town,  under 
the  very  guns  of  the  fortification.  In  the  front 
of  the  troop  rode  a  man  of  about  fifty,  a  person 
with  one  of  those  cruel  countenances  which  make 
timid  people  shudder  involuntarily.  An  officer, 
with  a  drawn  sword  in  his  hand,  rushed  out  from 
the  open  doorway  of  a  tavern. 

“Ride  him  down!”  yelled  the  leader  of  the  out¬ 
laws,  and  the  troop  rode  fairly  over  the  unfortu¬ 
nate  man. 

Mangled  out  of  all  resemblance  to  the  human 
form,  his  head  and  body  all  battered  into  a  shape¬ 
less  mass  by  the  flying  horses,  they  left  him  ly¬ 
ing  there,  a  most  awful  landmark  on  the  pathway 
of  their  wild  raid.  Half  a  mile  out  of  the  town 
the  band  of  outlaws  caught  sight  of  a  young 


couple  riding  along  in  a  leisurely  style,  evidently 
indulging  in  a  very  pleasant  conversation. 

“A  prize!”  yelled  the  leader. 

“A  prize — a  prize!”  echoed  a  dozen  more  voices. 

“Neoska,”  said  the  leader,  addressing  the  In¬ 
dian  who  rode  at  his  side,  “do  you  think  you  could 
drop  that  fellow  from  here  with  a  bullet?” 

The  dusky  rascal  raised  his  rifle,  took  a  quick 
aim,  and  fired.  Down  went  horse  and  rider  in 
one  confused  heap.  The  bullet  had  evidently 
struck  the  beast  instead  of  its  rider,  and  it  fell 
too  suddenly  for  the  young  man  to  disentangle 
his  feet  from  the  clinging  stirrups.  The  horse 
on  which  the  (young  girl  sat  became  frightened  by 
the  occurrence,  and  after  rearing  and  plunging 
wildly  for  a  moment,  set  off  on  a  gallop  ahead 
of  the  outlaw  brigade.  On  dashed  the  cavalcade, 
making  straight  for  the  young  girl. 

There  were  fleet  horses  in  the  troop,  far  more 
speedy  than  was  the  animal  that  the  girl  rode; 
the  leader  and  Neoska,  in  particular,  bestrode 
very  fast  animals,  and  in  less  time  than  it  takes 
to  record  it,  they,  were  alongside  the  maiden.  Site' 
was  trying  to  rein  in  her  horse.  The  leader 
caught  one  rein,  Neoska  laid  hold  of  the  other, 
and  they  pulled  the  frightened  animal  down  upon 
his  haunches  with  a  powerful  yank.  The  young 
girl  turned  an  inquiring  glance*  upon  them! 

.  “Take  your  dirty  paw  off  that  rein!”  the  pas¬ 
sionate  young  lady  screamed,  her  black  eyes  flash¬ 
ing  fire.  “Let  me  alone,  you  thieving  vagabond, 
or  I’ll  make  short  work  of  you.” 

She  whipped  out  a  pretty  little  revolver,  but 
Neoska  promptly  knocked  it  out  of  her  hand.  At 
the  same  instant  the  leader  flung  an  arm  around 
her.  lifted  her  up,  and  tore  her  rudely  from  the 
saddle.  And,  probably  for  the  first  time  in  her 
life,  the  girl  fainted. 


.  During  this  interval  the  horse  of  the  male 
rider  had  picked  himself  up,  and  allowed  the 
young  man  to  get  upon  his  feet.  He  was  a  young 
fellow  of  not  more  than  nineteen  years  of  age. 
Those  who  have  seen  John  Grindall,  the  ceTe- 
brated  runner  who  once  outran  six  Penobscot  In¬ 
dians,  the  one  man  against  the  six  consecutive 
Indians,  can  form  some  idea  of  the  build  of  this 
young  man,  who  was  known  for  hundreds  of 
miles  as  Kit  Carson’s  Kit.  He  was  the  fleetest 
runner  in  the  West;  his  build  was  that  of  a  fox¬ 
hound,  and  his  powers  of  endurance  were  wonder¬ 
ful;  he  was  also  a  dashing  rider,  a  keen  and 
trustworthy  scout  in  the  employ  of  the  United 
States,  army,  and  looked  upon  as  a  dangerous  foe 
with  rifle,  pistol,  or  knife. 


And  this  was  the  same  being  who,  nearly  nirJlP 
teen  years  before,  had  been  taken  in  charge  bv 
the  celebrated  guide.  His  blue  eyes  flashed 
brightly  as  he  got  upon  his  feet.  He  glanced 
around  him,  and  was  just  in  time  to  see  the 
young  girl  torn  from  her  saddle  bv  the  harsh  out¬ 
laws. 


Vi»  •jt,.  iNeosKa,  the  murderers 
my  parents!”  said  Kit.  “Tempest,  old  bov.to  t 
rescue  Down  on  them  like  a  whirlwind!” 

He  leaped  upon  his  horse’s  back,  and  the  fi 
a!v  T-f  ’  more  ^tclligent  than  some  men,  start 
off  like  a  streak  after  the  troop.  In  less  than 
minute  young  Kit  was  at  the  head  of  the  troop. 

Hands  off  that  girl,  or  I’ll  make  a  lead  mi, 

of  you!  cried  Kit,  charging  at  them  like  a  to 
nado. 
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ObtHliently  to  a  previously  given  order,  the 
troop  parted  almost  fairly  in  two  parts,  and  the 
rushing  Arabian  steed  leaped  into  the  gap.  Then 
the  two  sides  came  together  in  a  twinkling,  and 
the  plunging  Arabian  and  his  astonished  rider 
found  that  they  were  hemmed  in  on  all  sides  by 
a  wall  of  men.' horses,  rifles  and  glittering  steel. 
It  was  a  neat  trick,  and  Kit  found  himself 
trapped  as  fairly  as  any  rat  ever  was. 

A  blow  from  the  butt  of  a  gun  struck  the  young 
army  scout  on  the  back  of  the  head;  he  reeled 
in  the  saddle,  and  would  have  fallen  had  not  half 
a  dozen  hands  caught  him.  The  reins  of  the 
Arabian  were  seized,  and  he  was  brought  under 
control  by  an  expert  rider,  who  jumped  into  the 
saddle  when  Kit  was  taken  from  his  horse,  and 
iashed  to  one  of  the  stolen  animals  from  the  fort. 


CHAPTER  III. — The  Living  Target. 


Ten  miles  southwest  of  the  spot  where  Kit  was 
uskan  prisoner  a  stream  ran  through  the  plain,  a 
creek  about  twenty  feet  wide.  On  the  other  side, 
or,  rather,  the  southern  shore  of  the  creek,  there 
arose  a  patch  of  woodland,  the  middle  of  which 
was  divided  by  a  chain  of  rocky  mounds  arising 
variously  to  the  height  of  ten,  fifteen,  and  twen¬ 
ty-five  feet.  This  chain  of  rock  was  about  two 
or  three  hundred  feet  broad;  near  the  shore,  the 
northern  end  of  the  curious  chain  gaped  open  to 
the  width  of  about  four  feet,  making  a  regular 
rocky  pass  or  defile.  Into  this  pass  the  troop 
rode  with  their  prisoners,  after  fording  the  creek 
and  climbing  the  sloping  bank.  Kit,  lashed  to  a 
saddle,  was  gloomy  and  silent. 

The  young  girl,  Florence  Lent  by  name,  was 
not  bound,  but  well  guarded;  she  was  a  gritty 
young  lady,  the  daughter  of  a  -wealthy  gentle¬ 
man,  and  was  much  admired  by  young  Kit.  Af¬ 
ter  winding  in  and  out  through  the  twisting  pas¬ 
sage,  they  came  suddenly  upon  a  large  opening 
comprising  a  dozen  acres  of  fertile  ground,  with 
a  sprinkling  of  trees,  a  tributary  of  the  big  creek 
running  through  it,  and  fully  twenty  huts  built 
in  a  cluster. 


Within  ten  minutes  Kit  was  placed  in  one 
lodge,  or  hut,  Florence  was  placed  in  another, 
and  the  doors  of  the  rude  cabins  locked.  Kit  was 
hound  hand  and  foot,  and  in  a  manner  which  de¬ 
fied  all  his  efforts  to  untie.  So  he  was  leftfor 
hours,  with  nothing  but  his  thoughts.  At  night 
food  was  brought  him,  and  his  hands  were  untied. 

„\Vle-c-his  meal  was  dispatched  he  was  again  se- 
curelv  tied,  rudely  thrown  into  a  corner  of  the 
hut,  and  left  alone.  He  was  tired  and  sore,  and 
at  length  fell  asleep.  When  he  awoke  the  light 
of  day  was  to  be  seen  through  the  chinks.  In  a 
short  time  an  old  woman  brought  him  his  break¬ 
fast,  and  then  half  a  dozen  of  the  outlaws  hauled 
him* out  of  the  hut.  Damley  Bree,  his  bitterest 
enemy,  was  there,  patting  a  long  rifle  that  had  a 
mos*  deadly  appearance. 

“There’s  the  target,”  he  said,  as  the  young 
mar.  a'  dragged  forth.  “Tie  him  up,  and  let  the 


fun  begin.” 

A  short  distance 
wa-  hi*  form,  had 
the  ground.  Kit  wa 
hastily  bound  to  it, 


away,  a  board,  wider  than 
been  firmly  fixed  upright  in 
s  led  Up  to  the  plank  and  was 
the  robber  who  did  the  work 


taking  no  particular  care  to  make  the  captive  se¬ 
cure,  probably  thinking  that  binding  was  almost 
needless  while  the  prisoner  stood  within  pistol 
shot  of  the  band. 

“Now,  Neoska!”  shouted  the  captain  to  his  In¬ 
dian  ally,  “put  the  mark  on  the  prisoner’s  head, 
and  show  the  boys  what  they  are  to  shoot  at. 
Look,  my  lads!” 

Neoska  stepped  forward,  pulled  Kit’s  hat  from 
his  head,  and  then  held  up  something  between  his 
dark  fingers.  He  turned  it  around  so  that  all 
could  see  it;  it  was  a  small  potato,  no  larger  than 
an  ordinary-sized  butternut,  with  a  mark  drawn 
around  its  center  with  paint.  This  was  placed  on 
the  top  of  Kit’s  head. 

“Now,  boys,”  said  Bree,  “the  potato  is  the  mark 
we’re  to  shoot  at  first,  and  under  these  conditions; 
You  see  that  the  potato  is  circled  at  the  middle?” 

“Yes,”  replied  the  men. 

“Well,  then,  all  must  shoot  for  the  upper  half 
of  the  potato.  The  man  who  hits  the  lower  half 
loses  his  share  of  the  next  raid,  and  the  man  who 
wounds  the  prisoner  loses  his  share  in  the  next 
three  raids;  but  the  man  who  hits  the  upper  half 
of  the  potato  has  made  the  champion  shot,  and 
is  entitled  to  the  forfeited  shares,  and  holds  the 
life  of  the  prisoner  in  his  hands  to  kill  him  as  he 
sees  fit.  What  do  you  say  to  the  plan  ?” 

“Good!” 

A  scorer  was  appointed,  and  then  the  firing 
began.  A  tawny  half-breed  stepped  up,  held  his 
rifle  motionless  for  an  instant,  and  then  fired.  He 
clipped  the  lower  half  of  the  potato. 

“Cross-Eye  has  forfeited  a  share,”  was  the  de¬ 
lighted  yell  that  went  up  from  the  gang. 

The  next  two  competitors  stepped  up  to  the 
scratch,  fired,  sent  a  bullet  into  the  board  about 
an  inch  above  Kit’s  ears,  and  stepped  back  amid 
the  not  very  complimentary  remarks  of  the  band. 
The  next  one  to  step  up  to  the  mark  was  a  rather 
jaunty-looking  fellow,  with  a  very  long  rifle. 

“Halloo,  here’s  Creedmoor!”  yelled  out  the  by¬ 
standers.  “Oh,  look  at  the  style  1  Can  he  shoot 
that  way,  captain?” 

For  the  party  known  as  Creedmoor  had  thrown 
himself  on  the  ground,  flat  on  his. back,  cocked 
one  leg  over  the  other,  caught  the  barrel  of  his 
rifle  with  his  feet,  and  was  preparing  to  shoot  in 
a  much  favored  modern  style.  He  took  his  sight 
through  his  legs,  and  pulled  the  trigger.  The 
bullet  struck  the  top  of  Kit’s  head,  and  cut  a 
furrow  in  his  hair,  besides  cutting  the  scalp.  Al¬ 
though  the  wound  in  his  head  pained  him,  Kit 
gritted  his  teeth  and  bore  it  bravely. 

“Creedmoor  has  lost  his  share  in  the  next  three 
raids!” 

“Curse  the  luck!”  said  Creedmoor,  and  in  a 
furious  manner  slung  away  his  rifle  and  retired. 

One  after  another  the  competitors  all  stepped 
up  to  the  mark  and  fired  at  the  potato.  The  ma¬ 
jority  of  them  missed  it,  and  also  missed  wound¬ 
ing  Kit,  and  the  tall  board  began  to  present  the 
appearance  of  a  sieve.  Then,  amid  a  general  buzz 
and  low  murmuring,  the  captain  stepped  up  to 
the  line,  having  reserved  his  shot  for  the  last. 
He  poised  himself  for  the  shot,  ran  his  eye  along 
the  tube,  took  a  very  careful  aim,  and  fired.  For 
an  instant  there  was  a  perfect  hush,  and  then 
a  dozen  voices  shouted  out  in  chorus: 

“Hurrah!  The  captain  has  cut  the  top  of  the 
potato  off!” 
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In  spite  of  his  courage,  Kit  Carson’s  Kit  felt 
his  heart  sink  as  he  heard  the  result  of  the  shot 
announced.  And  why?  Because  his  life  was  in 
the  hands  of  Damley  Bree. 


CHAPTER  IV.— Brent. 

The  reader  will  recall  the  good-hearted  giant 
Who  was  introduced  with  Kit  Carson  as  the  com¬ 
rade  of  the  famous  old  guide  in  the  first  chapter. 
Brent,  the  only  name  by  which  he  was  known, 
was  a  man  something  over  six  feet  four  inches 
high,  and  built  in  proportion.  He  came  into  the 
town  half  an  hour  after  the  wild  raid  of  the 
white  and  red  rangers,  and  found  an  uproar  and 
confusion  that  was  very  natural.  He  was  given 
the  particulars  of  the  raid,  and  then  went  straight 
to  the  fort.  The  commandant  knew  him  well, 
and  the  first  question  he  asked  was: 

"Have  you  seen  your  young  friend,  Kit,  within 
the  hour?” 

“No,”  said  Brent.  “I  expected  that  he  was 
here.” 

Kit  was  an  army  scout,  and  was  attached  to 
the  fort. 

“He  was  to  have  reported  here  half  an  hour 
ago,”  said  the  officer,  “to  do  some  work  for  me. 
I  fear  something  has  happened  to  him.” 

“Stars  and  garters!”  cried  Brent.  “He  may  be 
a  prisoner.” 

“I  am  going  to  send  out  a  troop  of  cavalry  to 
pursue  these  thieves  who  have  carried  off  some 
of  our  finest  horses,  and  no  doubt  they  will  find 
some  trace  of  Kit.  He  was  taking  a  ride  with 
Florence  Lent.” 

“Well,”  said  the  giant,  picking  up  his  long 
carbine,  “I’m  going  to  play  this  alone.  You  can 
send  all  the  troops  you  want  after  me,  but  I’m 
going  to  find  that  boy  myself.” 

And,  well-armed  and  provisioned,  he  set  forth. 
It  was  an  easy  thing  to  follow  the  broad  track 
left  by  the  rangers  of  the  plain.  He  reached  the 
spot  where  they  had  met  Kit  and  Florence,  and 
to  his  practiced  eyes  the  fall  of  the  young  scout 
and  his  horse,  the  flight  of  the  girl’s  steed,  and 
the  subsequent  capture,  was  a  plain  story.  He 
knew  now  that  the  couple  were  prisoners  in  the 
hands  of  Bree  and  his  murderous  gang,  and  lost 
no  time  in  following  them.  It  had  taken  him  a 
km g  time  to  study  out  the  facts  that  the  marks 
on  the  earth  had  revealed  to  him,  and  then  came 
■a  weary  tramp  to  the  point  at  which  Bree’s  crowd 
crossed  the  little  creek.  He  could  follow  the  trail 
no  farther,  and  was  forced  to  halt.  He  ate  his 
supper,  curled  himself  upon  the  soft  grass  near 
the  side  of  the  water,  and  then  slept  the  sleep  of 
the  just.  He  was  awake  before  daylight,  and 
waited  for  the  first  gray  streaks  of  dawn  to  re¬ 
veal  to  him  the  tracks  of  those  whom  he  pur¬ 
sued.  He  was  surprised  to  find  that  the  trail  en¬ 
tered  the  pass.  , 

“Aha!”  he  muttered,  “then  this  leads  to  their 
stronghold.  Stars  and  garters,  but  they  are  well 
protected!” 

Not  a  dozen  yards  had  he  passed  over  when  he 
heard  the  voices  of  two  men  conversing.  He  tip- 
tied  forward,  and,  peering  carefully  around  the 
corner,  saw  a  white  man  and  an  Indian  in  conver¬ 
sation. 

“He  die  soon,”  the  redskin  was  saying  to  the 


other  sentinel.  “Cap’en  he  kill  um  soon.  Make 
heap  sport,  and  den  kill  um.”. 

Brent  had  no  doubt  that  this  referred  to  Kit. 

“Kill  him,  will  they?”  he  thought.  “We’ll  see 
about  that.” 

The  giant  glanced  down  at  the  path;  several 
large  and  small  stones  lay  there.  He  picked  one 
up  and  weighed  it  in  his  hand.  Then  he  stood  his 
carbine  against  the  wall,  picked  up  another  stone 
of  the  same  size  and  weight,  and  took  a  quiet 
step  forward.  The  stones  were  held  above  his 
head.  Silent  as  were  his  movements,  yet  the  In¬ 
dian  heard  him,  and  turned;  but  at  that  moment 
the  giant  cast  the  two  stones  with  terrific  force. 
One  caught  the  Indian  on  the  forehead  as  he 
turned.  The  other  stone  caught  the  white  man 
just  over  the  ear.  They  both  fell  at  the  same  in¬ 
stant,  as  inanimate  as  logs.  Brent  bent  over  the 
men  as  they  lay  on  the  ground,  and  as  he  did  so 
he  received  a  solid  thump  on  the  shoulder,  which 
blow  was  evidently  intended  for  his  head  but  had 
been  badly  aimed.  He  rolled  over  on  his  back, 

and  saw  a  man,  armed  with  a  club,  in  the  act- -ef _ 

springing  upon  him. 

Brent  grappled  with  the  fellow,  and  succeeded 
in  getting  his  long  arms  around  him.  He  squeez¬ 
ed  with  all  his  might,  gave  the  rascal  a  hug  that 
would  have  done  credit  to  a  bear,  and  made  him 
gasp  for  breath.  Then  the  giant  rose  up  with  - 
the  half-suffocated  man  in  his  anus,  and  dashed 
him  violently  against  the  rocky  wall. 

“You’ll  not  get  up,”  muttered  Brent,  in  a  satis¬ 
fied  tone.  “But  these  others  may;  and  I’ll  fix 
’em.” 

From  one  of  his  pockets  he  drew  out  some 
pieces  of  strong  cord.  He  secured  the  hands  and 
feet  of  the  unconscious  pair  he  had  knocked  down 
with  the  stones,  and  dragged  them  several  feet 
apart,  so  that  they  might  not  be  able  to  render 
one  another  any  assistance.  At  this  moment  the 
report  of  a  rifle  echoed  through  the  pass.  He 
kept  on  without  interruption,  and  at  length  reach¬ 
ed  the  end  of  the  pass,  and  saw  the  enclosed  re¬ 
treat.  He  also  saw  Kit  bound  to  the  board,  and  . 
saw  the  competitors  in  the  prize  shooting  firing 
at  him.' 

With  long  strides  he  retraced  his  steps,  passed  - 
by  the  forms  in  his  path,  and  issued  from  the 
wall  of  rock.  He  climbed  up  the  rockv  chain,  and  * 
followed  the  ridge  that  led  around  to 'the  back  of 
the  place  where  Kit  was  being  shot  at.  He  had 
just  reached  this  position  when  Captain  Bree  fired 
the  shot  that  gave  him  the  victory. 

“The  prisoner  is  now  mine,  to  kill  as  I  please,” 
said  Bree.  “Have  I  won  the  right  fairly  7”  " — — 

“Yes— yes!”  shouted  the  crowd. 

“I’m  going  to  mark  him  all  over,”  said  Darnley 
Bree,  with  a  malignant  look  at  Kit;  “shoot  away 
his  nose,  his  chin,  his  ears,  his  fingers  one  bv 
one,  and  then  I  11  begin  at  his  feet  and  break  his 
bones  with  cold  lead.” 

Darnley  Bree  caught  up  a  rifle,  and  held  it  to 
his  shoulder. 

“Here’s  for  your  left  ear!”  he  cried. 

“Here’s  for  your  cowardly  heart!”  the  giant 
cried,  and,  standing  erect  on  the  rock,  he  fired. 

Ciack.  The  carbine  pealed  forth,  the  captain 
gave  a  shout,  and  then  fell  back  on  the  grass. 

‘Tie’s  dead!”  yelled  half  a  dozen,  and  then  they  s 

Sr  r>up  ?  ra?e  as  they  saw  the  tall  form 

of  Brent  standing  high  above  them. 
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*Out  through  the  pass  and  hunt  the  cuss  down!” 
cried  one  of  the  band,  and  away  they  all  went, 

1  leaving  their  leader  lying  on  the  ground. 

The  giant  glanced  below;  the  field  was  clear. 
He  drew  forth  a  long  lariat  made  of  twisted  hide. 
There  was  a  hu£e  boulder  lying  near  him;  he 
-  fastened  one  end  of  the  long  lariat  around  this, 
and  then,  with  a  firm  grip  on  the  slack,  swung 
over  the  jutting  rock.  Slowly  he  began  the  de¬ 
scent. 

“Cheer  up,  Kit!”  he  cried.  “I’ll  soon  be  with 
you!” 

The  young  scout’s  back  was  against  the  board 
and  toward  Brent,  therefore  he  could  not  turn  to 
see  his  friend,  but  the  sound  of  the  cheery’’  voice 
■was  music  in  his  ears. 

•‘Come  on,  old  boy!”  he  called,  and  in  great 
anxiety  waited  for  him  to  reach  his  side,  which 
the  giant  soon  succeeded  in  doing.  He  cut  the 
bonds  that  confined  the  scout,  and  Kit  was  free. 
He  glanced  around,  and  saw  that  the  place  was 
deserted  with  the  exception  of  the  form  of  the 
prostrate  Bree. 

At^this  instant  a  shout  rang  out,  and  then  came 
•  the  loud  report  of  a  rifle.  The  foremost  pursuer, 
an  Indian,  had  reached  the  table  of  rock  from 
which  Brent  had  descended,  and  fired  upon  the 
giant.  Fortunately  the  redskin  missed  his  aim. 

“Cut  it!”  cried  Brent.  “Stars  and  garters,  we’re 
in  for  it  now.  To  the  pass!” 

Merely  stooping  to  snatch  up  Damley  Bree’s 
rifle  and  knife  from  the  ground,  young  Kit  bound¬ 
ed  away,  making  for  the  pass. 

They  reached  the  pass,  and  as  the  Indians  and 
renegades  were  all  gathered  upon  the  high  ridge 
and  back  of  them  they  were  not  molested  as  they 
ran  through  it  and  gained  a  deep  wood.  Here 
they  rested  for  a  short  time,  and  then  set  out  for 
Fort  Riley. 

“We  have  done  one  good  thing,”  said  Brent,  as 
they  walked  along,  “and  that  was  to  kill  that 
renegade  I  ee.  He  is  out  of  the  way  now.” 


CHAPTER  V.— Kit’s  Appeal. 

-  Mr.  Daniel  Lent,  the  father  of  the  young  lady 
who  was  captured  with  Young  Kit,  was  amelpless 
*  invalid,  drawn  about  in  a  little  cart  by  a  power¬ 
ful  negro  whom  he  employed  for  that  service 
,  alone.  He  was  wealthy,  charitable,  and  honest, 
and  was  looked  up  to  by  soldiers  and  civilians. 
He  had  been  much  upset  by  the  loss  of  his  daugh¬ 
ter,  and  worried  himself  very  sick;  the  officers  of 
him  every  encouragement,  and  told 
'  him  that  the  cavalry  they  had  sent  out  would 
bring  back  his  child.  The  next  day  after  the 
raid,  at  about  noon  time,  the  invalid  sat  on  the 
veranda  at  the  rear  of  his  house  in  a  melancholy 
frame  of  mind. 

Ping!  An  arrow  came  through  the  air  like  a 
Streak,  passed  close  to  the  form  of  the  invalid, 
struck  the  boards  of  the  building,  and  then  fell 
to  the  veranda  floor. 

40  “Help!”  shouted  Mr.  Lent. 

Out  rushed  the  big  negro,  followed  by  all  the 
aervants  on  the  place. 

“What  arn  de  matter?”  cried  the  ebony  gen- 

*«  tleman. 

“I  have  been  shot  at.  See  that  arrow  lying 

there?” 


One  of  the  servants  picked  the  missile  from 
the  ground,  and  uttered  a  cry  of  surprise. 

“Why,  there’s  a  note  attached  to  it,”  he  said. 
“Mr.  Lent,  the  person  that  sent  the  arrow  didn’t 
mean  to  hurt  you,  for — see,  here  is  the  note  fixed 
in  this  split  portion  and  addressed  to  you.” 

The  long  arrow  was  split  at  the  base,  and  held 
a  note,  neatly  folded  and  addressed: 


U 

“Important. 


MR.  DANIEL  LENT, 

“Fort  Riley. 


The  invalid  impatiently  opened  the  note,  and 
this  is  what  he  read: 


“Sir. — Your  daughter  is  in  the  hands  of  men 
that’s  no  fools,  nary  time.  We  know  she’s  worth 
cash,  so  we  won’t  do  her  no  harm,  not  a  bit,  pro¬ 
vidin’  that  the  follerin’  terms  is  accepted: 

“You  must  come  to  a  place  just  two  miles  south¬ 
west  of  the  fort,  with  the  sum  of  five  thousand 
dollars,  cash,  by  next  Saturday  at  noon.  You 
must  not  have  more’n  one  person  with  you,  or 
we  won’t  mhet  you.  The  spot  is  open,  so’s  vTe  kin 
see  for  more’n  a  mile,  and  if  more’n  two  persons 
happen  to  come  to  the  spot  we  won’t  let  our¬ 
selves  be  seen.  If  you  come  up  to  terms,  you  kill 
have  the  girl;  but  if  you  don’t — why,  look  out. 

“Yours  truly, 

“DARNLEY  BREE.” 

“P.  S. — We’ll  be  on  hand  every  day  till  Satur¬ 
day  at  the  same  time.  If  you  fail,  then  mind 
your  peepers,  old  man. — D.  B.” 

The  old  man  uttered  a  sigh  of  joy  and  relief 
as  he  finished  the  perusal  of  the  note. 

“Only  a  ransom,”  he  muttered.  “The  dogs  shall 
have  it.  Let  them  but  restore  my  child  to  me 
safe  and  sound,  and  the  money  shall  be  theirs. 
Let  me  see — this  is  Wednesday;  by  to-morrow  at 
noontime  the  money  shall  be  at  the  spot  they 
designate.” 

He  at  once  ordered  his  little  wagon,  and  was 
drawn  down  to  the  fort  by  the  negro.  At  the 
gate  he  met  some  of  the  officers,  and  showed  them 
the  note  that  had  been  shot  at  him.  While  con¬ 
versing  with  them,  a  sergeant  cried  out: 

“Look,  there  comes  Brent  and  young  Kit,  as 
sure  as  fate!” 

A  shout  of  welcome  rent  the  air  as  the  young 
army  scout  and  his  tall  friend  came  walking 
briskly  up  to  the  fort. 

“Safe  and  sound?”  was  the  cry  from  all. 

“Safe  and  sound!”  cheerily  said  the  young  man. 

“My  daughter — my  Florence?”  eagerly  said  the 
old  gentleman. 

“I  had  to  leave  her,”  said  Kit;  “but  you  can 
stake  your  life  on  it  that  I’ll  yet  get  her  away; 
ay,  and  I’ll  wipe  out  that  murdering  crew  as  sure 
as  I’m  Kit  Carson’s  Kit.” 

“I’ve  opened  the  ball,”  said  Brent.  “I  toppled 
over  the  king-pin.”  — ■ — 

“Who?” 

“Damley  Bree.” 

“Shot  Damley  Bree!”  was  the  cry  from  all, 
and  a  yell  of  gratification  went  up  from  all. 

“Yes,  siree!”  proudly  said  Brent,  and  then  ho 
and  Kit  told  their  stories  in  as  concise  a  manner 
as  possible  to  the  interested  auditors. 

“I’m  pleased  to  see  you  both,  and  glad  to  know 
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that  the  villain  Bree  is  dead,  but  I  want  to  know 
what  difference  that  will  make  about  my  Flor¬ 
ence,”  said  the  invalid.  “Look  at  this  note.” 

He  handed  them  the  communication  from  the 
outlaws.  Kit  read  it  aloud. 

“What  are  you  going  to  do?”  he  asked  of  Mr. 
Lent. 

“Meet  them  to-morrow  with  the  sum  demand¬ 
ed,”  said  the  father.  “I  want  my  child.” 

“And  you  shall  have  her,”  said  the  young  army 
scout.  “Leave  it  all  to  me,  and  keep  your  money. 
By  next  Saturday  night  your  daughter  shall  be 
in  your  hands.”  ^ 

“But  I  fear - ” 

“Fear  nothing,”  said  Kit.  “I  have  said  it,  and 
it  shall  be  done.” 

“Enough,”  said  Lent.  “I  place  my  trust  in 
you.” 

“And  you  shall  have  no  cause  to  regret  it.” 

Then  he  turned  to  the  commandant  of  the  fort. 

“How  many  men  are  you  willing  to  put  under 
my  control  if  I  engage  to  restore  the  horses 
stolen  yesterday  and  bring  back  some  of  the 
cruel  wretches  who  murdered  Captain  Yates?” 

Captain  Yates  was  the  officer  who  was  crushed 
to  death  under  the  hoofs  of  the  horses  when 
Darnley  Bree  made  his  wild  raid. 

“I  wish  I  could  give  you  an  army,  my  brave 
lad,”  said  the  officer.  “The  captain  was  my  dear¬ 
est  friend,  and  I  long  to  see  his  cruel  murder 
fully  avenged.  But,  in  addition  to  the  troop  I 
have  already  despatched,  I  cannot  spare  more 
than  twenty-five  men  on  this  business.” 

“That  will  do  for  me.  I  intend  to  see  how 
many  can  be  raised  by  Brent  and  myself  in  the 
town,  and  let  him  take  charge  of  the  volunteers. 
I’m  going  to  wipe  this  cowardly  murderous  lot 
of  ruffians  and  thieves  out  of  existence!” 

“Good  luck  to  you!”  was  the  cry  from  all,  as 
the  plucky  young  scout  and  his  gigantic  friend 
walked  away  to  the  village. 

They  stopped  at  the  tavern, -and  Kit  mounted 
a  shoe  box.  He  was  a  ready  speaker,  and  when 
the  loungers  and  townspeople  came  clustering 
around  him  in  response  to  a  rallying  cry,  he 
made  a  clear  statement  of  the  raid  and  its  re¬ 
sults  to  them;  told  them  of  the  captive  still  in 
the  hands  of  the  outlaws,  gave  them  a  graphic 
.description  of  his  own  inhuman  treatment  receiv- 
ecT'&i_the  hands  of  the  rangers,  and  then  wound 
up  his 'discourse  by  making  a  fiery  appeal  to  them 
to  take  up  arms,  put  themselves  under  Brent’s 
lead,  and  exterminate  the  bandit  horde. 

They  were  worked  up  to  the  highest  degree  of 
excitement  by  this  speech,  and  in  less  than  ten 
minutes’  time  a  volunteer  band  of  thirty  men 
were  pledged  to  assist  him  in  the  war  of  exter¬ 
mination  that  he  had  sworn  to  wage  against  the 
red  and  white  rangers. 

“When  Kit  Carson  was  on  his  death  bed,”  cried 
the  young  scout,  “he  told  me  to  beware  of  two 
men — Darnley  Bree  and  Neoska,  the  Blackfoot. 
They  killed  my  parents;  he  told  me  that  both 
these  men,  the  red  scoundrel  and  the  white  one, 
had  sworn  to  murder  every  one  of  Kit  Carson’s 
race,  and  that  they  believed  me  to  be  his  true 
natural  son.  He  left  me  a  legacy  of  hate  and 
vengeance — to  hunt  down  and  bring  to  justice  the 
murderers  of  my  father  and  mother,  and  1  swore 
at  his  bedside  that  I  would  do  so.  Brent,  here, 
has  killed  Darnley  Bree,  but  the  other  one,  Ne¬ 


oska,  remains,  and  he  is  more  dangerous  than 
was  the  white  villain,  for  he  is  as  cunning  as  a 
fox.  I  want  to  hunt  the  red  demon  down  and 
hand  him  over  to  the  law,  and  when  I  see  him 
swing  from  the  gallows.  Kit  Carson’s  dying  or¬ 
ders  will  have  been  carried  out  by  his  Kit.  Re¬ 
member,  Neoska  is  my  property;  take  him,  any 
one  who  can,  but  deliver  him  alive  to  me,  that 
the  dying  command  of  the  great-  guide  may  be 
executed.” 

“We  will — we  will!”  yelled  his  hearers.  “The 
red  devil  shall  swing.” 

“And  he  shall  know  that  he  swings  for  a  crime 
committed  nearly  twenty  years  ago,”  said  Brent. 
“I’m  the  witness.” 

“We’ll  give  you  a  chance  to  testify  against 
him,”  was  the  rejoinder  from  many. 

“Thanks,  friends,”  said  Kit.  “Now  away  to 
your  homes.  Provide  yourselves  with  rations, 
arm  with  the  best  weapons  you  can  obtain,  take 
all  the  powder,  shot,  and  cartridges  you  can  car¬ 
ry  with  you,  strap  a  blanket  on  your  horse,  ev¬ 
ery  one  of  you,  for  we  may  be  without  shelber 
more  than  one  cool  night,  and  last,  but  not  least, 
let  the  horses  you  mount  be  fleet  and  strong. 
Bid  good-by  to  your 'friends,  for  some  of  us  may 
never  come  back  from  this  trip.  I  may  never 
come  back,  many  of  you  may  fall,  for  you  are 
going  to  follow  a  desperate  leader,  and  this  will 
be  a  war.  of  extermination.  Now,  away,  and  meet 
Brent  and  I  at  this  spot  in  one  hour’s  time.” 

With  a  cheer  the  men  departed,  and  the  two 
recruiting  officers  w^ent  back  to  the  fort,  to  get 
everything  ready  for  their  expedition.  As  they 
neared  the  fort  they  sawr  a  small  cloud  of  dust 
in  the  distance,  advancing  toward  them  with  great 
rapidity.  With  the  speed  of  an  express  train  the 
cloud  came  on.  Nearer  and  nearer,  and  at  length 
they  saw  a  horse,  riderless,  leaping  toward  them 
with  great  rapidity.  With  the  speed  of  an  ex¬ 
press  train  the  cloud  came  on.  Nearer  and  near¬ 
er,  and  at  length  they  saw  a  horse,  riderless, 
leaping  toward  them  with  magnificent,  tigerlike 
bounds.  With  a  doubtfully  muttered  exclamation 
and  then  a  shout  of  joy,  Kit  leaped  forward  to 
meet  the  animal. 

“It’s  my  Tempest!”  he  shouted  to  the  aston¬ 
ished  Brent.  “It’s  my  Arabian  steed!” 


CHAPTER  VI. — The  Two  Captives. 

Florence  Lent  had  been  confined  in  one  of  the 
cabins  or  huts,  within  a  hundred  feet 
where  the  young  scout  had  lain  all  night.  The 
outlaws  being  numerous  and  always  "on  hand, 
had  not  thought  it  worth  their  while  to  secure 
her  any  further  than  by  placing  her  in  the  hut, 
and  with  her  an  old  Indian  squaw.  Florence 
passed  a  restless,  miserable  sort  of  a  night,  and 
was  awakened  in  the  morning  by  the  sounds  of 
firing.  She  lay  down  on  the  straw  again  and 
waited. 

The  firing  continued;  the  old  woman  began  to 
snore.  Suddenly  there  was  a  confused  sound  of 
many  shots,  shouts,  and  yells,  and  then  all  was 
quiet.  This,  of  course,  was  the  time  when  the 
giant  appeared  upon  the  scene  and  fired  his  shot 
at  Darnley  Bree.  The  uproar  did  not  arouse  the 
squawr,  who  had  got  her  second  wind  and  was 
very  musical.  With  a  determined  light  in  her 
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eyes,  the  girl  got  upon  her  feet.  Very  softly  she 
crossed  the  floor  of  the  hut  to  gain  the  side  op¬ 
posite  to  that  where  she  had  lain.  She  reached 
there,  drew  aside  a  skin,  and  peered  out  through 
a  little  hole  in  the  wall.  She  was  just  in  time  to 
see  the  last  of  the  outlaws  disappearing  between 
the  walls  of  the  pass. 

“What  can  it  mean?”  she  muttered.  “What  can 
have  drawn  them  away  ?  ” 

And  then,  a  moment  later,  impressed  with  the 
idea  that  now  was  a  chance  to  strike  for  free¬ 
dom,  she  crawled  softly  over  the  floor  toward  the 
sleeping  and  snoring  hag.  In  a  belt  worn  by  the 
old  woman  there  rested  a  knife  and  a  short 
hatchet,  true  Indian  weapons. 

Florence  bent  down,  and  drew  forth  the  hatchet. 
She  had  just  got  it  out  from  the  socket  in  which 
it  rested  when  the  old  woman  gave  an  extra 
snort,  struck  the  girl  with  her  foot,  awoke,  and 
tried  to  leap  to  her  feet.  It  was  a  desperate  case, 
and  needed  a  desperate  remedy.  Florence  thought 
that  freedom  lay  before  her;  she  lifted  the  hatchet 
and  struck  at  the  squaw.  Unfortunately  for  the 
success  of  the  blow,  Florence  had  an  uncertain 
grip  on  the  handle,  and  the  hatchet  turned  in  her 
hand,  striking  the  old  woman  on  the  top  of  the 
head,  but  with  the  flat  side  of  the  weapon.  The 
blow  staggered  her,  but  was  not  hard  enough  to 
knock  her  down  again.  Before  the  girl  could 
strike  again,  the  old  woman  reached  out  her 
skinny  hand,  and  got  her  favorite  grip,  one  of 
Florence’s  ankles. 

She  gave  a  hearty  tug,  and  down  went  the  girl 
flat  on  her  back,  and  the  old  hag  bobbed  up.  In 
an  instant  the  squaw  had  drawn  the  knife.  With 
a  scream  of  hate  she  struck  at  the  captive.  Flor¬ 
ence  still  gripped  the  hatchet,  and  with  all  her 
strength  she  struck  up  as  the  old  woman  struck 
down.  The  weapons  met  in  the  air  and  the 
hatchet  knocked  the  knife  from  the  squaw’s  hand. 

Like  lightning  the  desperate  girl  again  struck 
at  her  enemy,  this  time  with  a  firmer  g*rip.  The 
keen  blade  of  the  weapon  cut  the  Indian  hag  on 
the  back  of  the  head,  cutting  a  nasty  gash  into 
the  skull,  and  sending  her  groaning  to  the  floor, 
the  blood  oozing  from  the  clean-cut  wound.  Flor¬ 
ence  picked  up  the  knife  from  the  floor,  cut  a 
hole  in  her  dress,  and  thrust  the  weapon  into  it. 
Holding  the  hatchet  in  her  hand,  she  opened  the 
door.  All  was  clear  before  her  the  way  she  look¬ 
ed — toward  the  pass.  In  her  excitement  she 
glanced  neither  to  the  right  nor  to  the  left,  but 
ran  off  at  full  speed  toward  the  rocky  exit  from 
the  enclosure. 

— **?■*?■  ^nT’xint  gone  more  than  twenty  yards  when 
a  dog  leaped  up  from  the  grass.  Without  a 
sound  of  warning  the  big  beast  sprang  upon  her. 
Florence  had  no  time  to  use  either  the  hatchet 
or  knife.  The  dog  struck  her  with  great  force, 
knocking  her  flat  on  the  ground;  she  felt  his 
heavy  paws  on  her,  his  hot  breath  fanned  her 
cheek  with  a  sickly  odor,  his  great  eyes,  burning 
bright,  glared  into  hers,  and,  overcome  with  a 
feeling  of  intense  horror,  the  girl  fainted. 

There  was  another  captive  within  the  rock- 
bound  enclosure,  who,  with  an  intelligence  that 
was  almost  human,  sought  to  escape  during  the 
time  that  his  captors  were  absent.  This  was 
Tempest,  the  fleet-footed  Arabian  horse.  He  was 
enclosed  in  a  corral  with  the  rest  of  the  captured 


horses;  the  barrier  was  about  five  feet  high,  and 
supposed  to  be  sufficient  to  keep  in  almost  any 
horse.  As  soon  as  the  outlaws  rushed  out  from 
the  enclosure  Tempest  snorted  and  rushed  to  the 
rail.  He  glanced  over  the  fields  ahead,  and  right 
and  left.  The  field  was  clear.  He  kicked  up  his 
heels,  cleared  up  a  space  of  ten  yards  behind 
him,  ran  back,  then  forward,  and  went  over  the 
barrier  as  lightly  as  a  ball.  Away  he  went  like 
a  dark  streak  for  the  pass,  his  mane  flying,  and 
his  nose  elevated.  The  same  dog  that  knocked 
Florence  Lent  down  got  in  his  way.  Tempest 
stopped  long  enough  to  pay  his  respects  to  the 
bow-wow.  He  wheeled  around  like  a  top  as  the 
dog  rushed  at  him.  Outward  and  upward  flew 
his  heels,  and  he  caught  his  enemy  full  in  the 
breast,  knocking  him  fully  twenty-five  feet,  spin¬ 
ning  over  and  over  in  the  most  grotesque  style 
imaginable.  The  Arabian  stopped  just  long 
enough  to  see  that  he  had  effectually  disposed  of 
his  foe,  and  then  he  tossed  his  head  and  once 
more  dashed  on  for  the  pass. 

Owing  to  some  huts  that  intervened,  the  Ara¬ 
bian  did  not  see  his  master,  who,  at  that  time, 
was  being  liberated  by  Brent.  The  Arabian  steed, 
his  eyes  blazing,  ran  like  a  flash  into  the  pass. 
There  he  was  forced  to  abate  his  speed,  owing  to 
the  winding  route:  He  had  almost  reached  the 
end  of  the  pass  when  the  foremost  ones  who  had 
returned  from  the  mountain  ledge,  came  rush¬ 
ing  in.  The  horse  paused,  seemed  to  gather  him¬ 
self  together,  and  then  rushed  at  the  men.  A 
neigh  that  sounded  like  an  equine  war-cry  issued 
from  his  lips. 

Astonished  by  his  sudden  and  terrible  appear¬ 
ance,  the  men  came  to  a  sudden  halt  at  the  mouth 
of  the  pass.  High  up  into  the  air  went  Tempest, 
and  landed  fairly  and  squarely  in  the  center  of 
the  group.  The  men  yelled  out  in  terror,  for 
they  were  not  prepared  for  this  decidedly  novel 
assault.  A  dozen  cries  a  rose,'  mingled  with  the 
groans  of  the  injured. 

“Stop  him!” 

“Shoot  him  down!” 

“My  back  is  broken!” 

“Stab  him!” 

“For  Heaven’s,  sake,  fire!” 

But  these  were  merely  orders,  and  Tempest 
gave  them  no  time  to  execute  them.  He  followed 
up  his  advantage  by  kicking  front  and  back,  rear¬ 
ing  and  plunging,  biting,  trampling  under  foot, 
and  even  knocking  weapons  from  the  hands  of 
his  foes  by  a  lucky  kick  or  two  amid  the  shower 
he  bestowed  on  them.  In  less  time  than  it  takes 
to  record  it,  the  path  lay  before  him,  free,  the 
last  man  opposing  him  knocked  senseless  on  the 
ground.  Then  leaving  his  maimed  and  dying  foes 
lying  on  the  path,  groaning  in  agony,  Tempest 
dashed  away,  the  air  ringing  with  a  shrill  neigh 
of  triumph  that  he  uttered  over  his  splendid  vic¬ 
tory. 


CHAPTER  VII.— “Attention— Charge !" 

Despite  Kit’s  injunction  to  tneet  Brent  in  an 
hour’s  time  at  the  tavern,  the  volunteers  were 
not  all  assembled  within  two  hours  from  the  time 
of  the  young  scout’s  speech,  owing  to  delays  in 
procuring  horses  and  provisions.  At  length,  how- 
eve^  they  were  all  on  hand,  and  with  the  giant 
leading  on  a  great  raw-boned  animal,  borrowed 
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from  a  friend,  they  set  out  for  the  fort.  Here, 
as  soon  as  he  saw  them  coming,  Kit  called  for 
his  little  company  of  men,  and  when  the  volun¬ 
teers  came  to  the  spot  the  united  body  galloped 
away.  But  all  this  delay,  and  the  time  that  it 
took  to  reach  the  vicinity,  resulted  in  bringing 
on  that  dusky,  uncertain  light  which  ushers  in  the 
evening  of  the  night,  and  when  Kit  reached  the 
creek  that  flowed  near  the  rocky  pass,  he  found 
that  it  would  be  a  vefy  dangerous  thing  to  invade 
the  stronghold  of  the  enemy.  As  he  reined  in 
Tempest  on  the  bank  of  the  creek,  Brent  called 
out  to  him: 

“Kit!” 

“Yes.” 

“Look  in  the  mouth  of  the  pass.  What  do  you 
or  the  lieutenant  make  out?” 

“Why,  I  see  something  black  there,  as  sure  as 
fate,  and  it  lqoks  to  me  like  a  cannon.” 

And  to  further  demonstrate  the  fact  that  it 
was  a  cannon,  the  field  piece  at  that  moment  went 
off  with  a  loud  boom.  Whiz!  swish!  came  a  big 
ball  from  the  depressed  muzzle,  skipping  over 
the  surface  of  the  quiet  creek  toward  the  mount¬ 
ed  men.  There  was  a  sudden  scattering  on  the 
part  of  both  civil  and  military  troops,  as  though 
they  could  evade  the  swift-rushing  ball.  The  shot 
struck  the  bank  of  the  creek  as  it  sloped  down  to 
the  edge  of  the  water;  it  threw  a  cloud  of  mud 
and  soft  dirt  over  men  and  horses,  ripped  up  the 
ground  for  about  a  hundred  feet,  so  that  it  look¬ 
ed  as  though  a  rabbit  furrow  had  been  exposed 
to  view,  and  then  came  to  a  stop  without  doing 
the  slightest  material  damage. 

“The  devil!”  cried  the  lieutenant,  as  he  shook 
off  the  mud.  “Let’s  get  away  from  here,  Kit.” 

“So  say  I,”  put  in  Brent.  “Cannon  balls  are  a 
little  too  heavy  for  me.” 

They  trotted  away  for  over  a  quarter  of  a  mile 
from  the  creek.  Here,  protected  by  a  little  clus¬ 
ter  of  trees,  they  halted.  The  order  was  given 
to  dismount,  and  it  was  decided  to  stop  there  for 
the  night. 

“Tf  I  have  got  to  face  cannon,  I  want  daylight,” 
said  Kit.  “Brent,  don’t  you  think  this  is  rather 
queer  ?” 

“Of  course  I  do,  and  I’ve  just  got  my  idea  about 
it.  That,  big  gun  was  not  there  when  I  went  in.” 

“Nor  when  I  went  in,  if  I  can  judge  by  the 
fact  that  I  passed  through  there  on  horseback,” 
said  Kit. 

“Then  that  gun  was  placed  there  for  our  ben¬ 
efit,”  put  in  the  lieutenant,  “and  of  course  they 
must  have  known  that  we  were  coming.” 

.“That's  it  exactly!”  cried  Brent.  “That’s  just 
my  idea.  1  hey  were  informed  that  this  thing  was 
afoot.  I’ll  bet  ten  to  one  that  the  man  who  fired 
that  arrow  at  Daniel  Lent  brought  the  informa¬ 
tion  about  the  expedition.” 

It  would  have  been  foolhardy  in  the  extreme  to 
have  ventured  upon  an  attack  that  night,  so  the 
soldiers  and  civilians  made  themselves  as  com¬ 
fortable  as  possible,  with  the  idea  of  opening  the 
ball  in  the  morning.  Kit  instructed  the  lieuten¬ 
ant  to  post  a  sufficient  number  of  guards.  They 
supped,  smoked,  and  then  the  majority  went  to 
sleep.  Among  these  latter  Kit  and  Brent  were 
not  to  be  counted;  they  both  felt  restless. 

“Let’s  crawl  out  and  see  what  can  be  seen,” 
suggested  Brent. 

“Come  along,”  said  Kit. 

Thou  looked  to  their  weapons  and  left  the 


camp,  striking  off  toward  the  creek.  It  was  pale 
starlight;  they  proceeded  slowly  until  they  were 
within  twenty  yards  of  the  creek.  Here  they 
came  to  a  sudden  halt,  for  at  that  very  moment 
they  heard  the  hum  of  many  voices  coming  across 
the  water.  Kit’s  eyesight  was  very  sharp,  espe¬ 
cially  so  at  night.  He  peered  across,  his  bright 
eyes  strained  to  their  utmost  extent  of  vision. 

Pie  saw  moving  forms  on  the  other  side  of  the 
stream,  and  at  length  made  them  out  to  be  men 
and  horses,  mixed  together.  He  and  Brent  in¬ 
clined  their  ears  that  way,  and  heard: 

“Easy,  there!” 

“What’s  the  matter  with  you?” 

“You’re  making  too  much  noise.  If  they  had 
the  gumption  to  send  out  a  scout,  you’d  give  him 
fair  warning.” 

“Give  me  that  revolver  I  lent  you,  you  red 
snoozer!” 

“Where’s  the  boss?” 

“I  think  I  hear  him  coming  up  the  pass  now.” 

Kit  ard  Brent  made  up  their  minds  that  they 
had  heard  enough.  The  conversation  made  the 
matter  all  clear  to  them.  The  outlaws,  aware  of  " 
the  fact  that  Kit’s  command  were  encamped  in 
the  wood  cluster,  had  evidently  made  up  their. 
minds  to  strike  the  first  blow  at  their  foes  in  the 
dark.  The  sleeping  camp  must  be  aroused  at 
once.  The  two  scouts  gripped  their  rifles  firmly 
and  started  back,  slowly  at  first,  but  when  a  short- 
distance  away,  they  broke  into  a  swift  run  for 
the  grove.  In  a  very  short  order  they  were  there, 
flung  the  passwords  to  the  sentinels,  and,  dash¬ 
ing  from  one  to  another  of  the  sleeping  men.  be¬ 
gan  to  arouse  them  without  making  any  alarm. 

Kit  had  formed  a  plan  of  tactics  of  his  own,  and 
his  ideas  were  quickly  communicated  to  his  two 
aids.  Very  rapidly,  and  with  but  very  little  noise, 
the  three  head  ones  got  the  men  mounted  and 
moved  out  of  the  grove  as  silently  as  possible. 

“I’ll  wait  here,”  said  Kit,  halting  outside  the 
trees.  “My  eyesight  is  as  good  as  the  common 
run,  and  I  just  want  to  get  you  out  of  view, 
should  they  surround  the  camp.  When  you  see 
the  light  of  a  match,  then  stop,  for  you’ll  be  out 
of  my  sight,  and  plenty  far  away.” 

“All  right,”  said  Brent.  “I’ll  look  out  for  the 
light.”  *  f 

Away  they  went,  the  horses  walking  very  ,* 
gently.  Sitting  motionless  on  his  Arabian,  the 
young  leader  watched  his  command  move  away. 

He  held  a  match  in  his  hand,  and  when  he  could 
no  longer  see  the  moving  forms,  he  scratched  the 
brimstone  on  his  rifle,  and  the  faint  light  flared 

up  for  a  moment.  He  let  it  burn  ffuV - - 

followed  his  men.  “ 

“Quiet,  all,”  he  said,  as  he  reined  up  in  front 
of  the  troop.  “I  could  hear  the  faint  tramp  of 
their  horses  a  minute  ago.  I  am  going  to  let 
them  make  their  attack  on  the  camp,  and  at  the 
very  moment  that  they  meet  each  other  face  to  ' 
face  for  they  will  probably  surround  the  grove 
and  work  in  from  all  sides— then  I  shall  fall  upon 
them  like  a  thunderbolt,  and  give  them  Hail  Co¬ 
lumbia.”  m  w 

“Listen!”  said  Brent. 

All  glanced  toward  the  little  cluster  of  trees 
Suddenly  a  bright,  light  flashed  out,  or  rather  a 
number  of  bright  lights  in  the  vicinity  of  the  % 
trees.  Then  came  a  pandemonium  of  yells  and 
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shouts.  accompanied  with  a  rushing,  threshing 
noise. 

“Now  they  are  entangled,  and  now  is  our  time!” 
cried  Kit,  as  the  various  lights  revealed  the  out¬ 
lines  of  the  enemy  rushing  through  the  trees. 
“All  ready — attention — charge!” 


CHAPTER  VIII.— The  Night  Attack. 

“Charge!” 

That  was  the  order,  and  like  so  many  rockets 
forward  dashed  the  troop,  the  young  army  scout 
leading.  Kit  had  acted  with  most  excellent  judg¬ 
ment,  in  allowing  the  outlaws  to  get  fairly  into 
the  little  grove  before  charging  upon  them.  Just 
as  the  rascals  met  face  to  face  in  the  middle  of 
the  deserted  camp,  yelling  and  shrieking,  they 
heard  the  wild  cheer  of  the  enemy  in  their  rear. 
The  outlaws  were  plainly  revealed  in  the  light 
of  the  torches  they  carried  in  their  hands.  This 
gave  Kit  and  his  men  a  decided  advantage;  they 
saw  the  forms  before  them  plainly,  and  could 
take  just  as  good  aim  at  them  as  they  could  have 
done  in  daylight.  The  order  rang  out  to  fire,  and 
as  the  astonished  robbers  turned,  they  met  a 
volley.  This  created  an  instantaneous  panic, 
which  a  man  mounted  upon  a  gray  horse  tried 
vainly  to  check. 

“Stand  your  ground!  Don’t  flinch,  my  boys!” 
he  cried.  “Fire  back,  cut  and  slash!  Follow  your 
leader  and  fight  like  demons!” 

And  then  he  rode  straight  toward  Young  Kit. 

“Aha!”  he  roared.  “So  you  are  the  leader.” 

The  young  scoht  uttered  a  shout  of  genuine 
surprise:  .  - 

“Darnley  Bree!” 

For  it  was  the  outlaw  captain  who  rode  the 
gray  horse,  alive,  and  as  full  of  the  Old  Nick  as 
ever. 

“Darnley  Bree!”  echoed  Brent,  as  he  heard  the 
shout. 

“Yes,  Darnley  Bree;  as  hard  to  kill  as  a  cat!” 
cried  the  captain,  and  fired  his  revolver  at  Kit. 

Brent  was  not  near  enough  to  catch  his  hand, 
but  he  saw  the  pistol  leveled  at  Kit,  and  did  the 
best  he  could  under  the  circumstances,  which  was 
to  fling  his  heavy  knife  at  the  outlaw.  The  blade 
struck  the  hand  holding  the  pistol,  destroying 
the  captain’s  aim,  and  probably  saving  the  life  of 
the  young  scout.  The  next  instant  Kit  urged 
Tempest  up  alongside  the  gray.  With  a  sudden 
— rfiTrreriie.it  the  scout  caught  Bree  by  the  leg, 
pulled  up  in  a  violent  style,  and  succeeded  in 
shooting  him  up  and  out  from  the  saddle.  Over 
went  the  captain  like  a  log,  his  hands  wildly 
clutching  at  the  air.  In  an  instant  Kit  leaped 
from  the  back  of  the  Arabian.  He  rushed  upon 
Bree  as  the  latter  was  rising  from  the  ground, 
and  tried  to  clutch  him  by  the  throat.  Bree 
evaded  the  outstretched  hand,  and  at  that  very 
ir  ‘ant  somebody  or  something  struck  Kit  on  the 
bark  with  the  effect  of  knocking  him  flat  on  his 
fare.  He  was  slightly  dazed  by  his  fall,  and  was 
rather  -iow  in  getting  upon  his  feet.  When  he 
did  get  up,  he  heard  Brent  and  the  lieutenant  call¬ 
ing  upon  the  men  not  to  pursue  the  flying  enemy, 
hut  to  stand  quite  still.  The  grove  was  wrapped 
in  darknev-  that  seemed  inky  after  the  previous 
bright  light  of  Lh*  torches.  The  little  campfire, 


built  under  an  overhanging  ledge  of  stone,  was 
still  smoldering.  Brent  leaped  forward,  picked 
up  a  half-consumed  pine  knot,  swung  it  around 
his  head  until  it  was  ablaze,  and  then  came  up  to 
the  spot  where  Kit  was  standing.  The  latter 
looked  at  once  for  Captain  Bree.  He  was  gone, 
with  the  rest  of  the  retreating  outlaws. 

“I've  lost  him  this  time,”  muttered  the  young 
scout,  “but  next  time  I  may  get  him.  So,  you  see, 
Brent,  you  did  not  kill  him,  after  all.” 

“I  shot  for  his  heart.  I  fired,  and  he  dropped,” 
said  Brent.  “Naturally  I  was  of  the  opinion  that 
I  had  killed  the  cuss.  Well,  lieutenant,  how  many 
of  the  boys  are  hurt?” 

“Two  killed,”  said  the  officer.  “One  soldier  and 
one  civilian.  There  are  half  a  dozen  wounded.” 

“And  how  many  have  the  other  side  left  be¬ 
hind?” 

“Three  dead.  They  managed  to  get  their 
wounded  away,”  returned  the  lieutenant.  “Will 
you  stay  here  the  rest  of  the  night?” 

“Yes;  we’ll  stay  here  until  daybreak,  and  then 
we’ll  take  the  warpath,”  said  the  young  army 
scout.  “See  to  the  wounded,  boys,  post  your 
guards,  and  then  go  to  sleep.” 

The  officer  went  away  to  perform  his  duties; 
Kit  looked  after  Tempest,  made  the  animal  com¬ 
fortable  for  the  night,  and  then  tumbled  down  on 
the  grass  and  went  to  sleep.  It  was  just  daylight 
when  Tempest  rubbed  his  nose  against  Kit,  wak¬ 
ing  him  instantly;  this  was  a  duty  that  the  Ara¬ 
bian  always  performed  when  he  and  his  master 
camped  out.  In  a  moment  Kit  had  all  the  men 
up,  breakfast  was  hastily  cooked  and  eaten,  and 
the  word  was  given  to  mount. 

“Now,”  said  Kit,  as  he  leaped  upon  the  back  of 
his  faithful  Arabian,  “now  the  grand  ball  will 
open  in  earnest.  That  affair  of  last  night  was 
only  a  mere  shindy,  not  worth  talking  about. 
But  now  the  thing  will  begin  in  earnest.  I  sup¬ 
pose  we  shall  find  them  ready  for  us,  but  that 
don’t  matter.  Now  we’ll  begin  the  war  of  ex¬ 
termination.” 

They  rode  out  from  the  cluster  of  trees  at  a 
brisk  gallop,  heading  straight  for  the  stream.  As 
they  neared  it,  Brent  cried,  with  his  hands  out¬ 
stretched  toward  the  creek: 

“Look!  The  big  gun.” 

“On  this  side?”  cried  the  lieutenant,  in  aston¬ 
ishment. 

“Halt!”  cried  Kit. 

They  came  to  a  standstill.  During  the  night 
the  cannon  had  changed  quarters;  instead  of 
guarding  the  mouth  of  the  pass,  the  piece  was 
now  standing  on  the  side  of  the  stream  nearest 
Kit  and  his  men,  haring  been  carted  across  the 
creek.  It  now  stood  facing  the  troops,  backed  by 
a  sort  of  breastworks  not  more  than  three  feet 
high,  and  about  five  or  six  feet  wide,  behind  which 
one  or  two  men  might  easily  hide  themselves. 

“Stars  and  garters!”  cried  Brent,  in  a  grieved 
tone.  “That  big  gun  ain’t  going  to  stop  the  ball, 
is  it?” 

“No,”  said  Kit,  “but  it  has  got  to  he  spiked  or 
captured  before  we  can  gain  that  pass.” 

“It  will  be  a  dangerous  business,”  put  in  the 
lieutenant,  “but  I  think  that  it  can  be  done.” 

“And  we’ll  do  it,”  said  Kit.  “Come,  there  can¬ 
not  be  more  than  three  men  at  the  most  behind 
that  breastwork.  If  we  charge  upon  it  unitedly 
we  should  form  a  big  target  for  them  to  fire  at. 


10 


KIT  CARSON’S  KIT 


but  if  onLy  a  few,  well-scattered,  do  the  busi¬ 
ness,  we  may  evade  their  aim.” 

“Then  I’m  one,”  said  Brent. 

*Tm  another,”  promptly  responded  the  lieu¬ 
tenant. 

“And  I  make  the  third,”  put  in  the  young  scout. 
“We’ll  leave  the  men  here  out  of  range,  and 
charge,  to  do  or  die.” 

They  separated,  placing  themselves  a  hundred 
feet  or  more  apart.  Then  Kit  gave  the  word: 

“Forward!” 

With  their  rifles  slung  at  their  backs  and  their 
pistols  gripped  in  their  hands,  the  three  riders 
started  on  their  dangerous  errand.  Like  a  small 
whirlwind  they  swept  down  upon  the  big  gun, 
converging  gradually  together  as  they  neared  the 
breastworks.  In  a  little  more  than  a  minute  they 
were  near  the  gun.  They  were  within  ten  yards. 
Puff!  Boom!  The  cannon  sent  forth  a  great 
solid  shot.  It  struck  the  lieutenant’s  horse  just 
in  advance  of  the  saddle,  cut  its  terrible  way 
through  the  flesh  and  bone,  and  then  struck  the 
doomed  officer  just  above  the  waist,  almost  cut¬ 
ting  him  in  two. 

Man  and  horse  went  down  like  a  flash,  and  the 
huge  ball,  its  force  but  little  spent,  coursed  on 
its  way.  Kit  and  Brent  witnessed  the  awful  fate 
of  their  comrade,  but  they  did  not  halt.  On  they 
dashed.  In  an  instant  they  were  over  the  earth¬ 
en  breastwork.  Two  men  leaped  up  from  the 
ground,  and  tried  to  dash  away.  They  ran  for 
the  stream;.  Kit  fired  on  one,  and  brought  him 
down,  but  the  other  leaped  into  the  creek  and 
swam  under  water  for  the  other  shore.  Brent 
fired  three  shots  at  him  very  rapidly,  but  the 
water  destroyed  his  aim;  the  man  neared  the  far¬ 
ther  shore,  leaped  up  from  the  water,  and  made 
a  dash  for  the  pass. 

Brent  fired  again,  and  shot  the  outlaw  in  the 
arm,  but  the  fellow  succeeded  in  bounding  into 
the  pass,  and  went  out  of  view.  At  the  very 
same  instant  Tempest  dropped  down  upon  his 
knees.  Before/'  Kit  could  imagine  the  cause  for 
this  action  on  the  part  of  the  intelligent  beast, 
a  volley  rang  out.  The  bullets  whistled  over  Kit’s 
head,  missing  him  and  his  horse.  Brent  was  shot 
in  the  arm,  and  his  tall  horse  was  fairly  riddled 
with  bullets.  On  the  other  side  of  the  stream, 
high  up  on  a  portion  of  the  ranges  of  rock,  there 
were  gathered  all  the  outlaws,  armed  and  mount¬ 
ed.  Kit  saw  it  all  in  a  moment.  He  leaped  from 
his  horse,  crying  out  to  Brent: 

“Mount  and  away!  I  can  ran  by  your  side!” 

The  giant  knew  that  his  friend  was  the  fleetest 
runner  in  the  West;  he  also  knew  that  the  best 
chance  for  escape  lay  in  obeying  Kit’s  command, 
so  he  did  not  hesitate  an  instant.  He  leaped 
upon  the  Arabian,  and  the  animal  darted  away. 
Like  an  arrow  away  went  Kit,  his  body  inclined 
forward.  Crash!  rang  out  the  guns  and  pistols 
behind  them,  but  they  still  rushed  on  uninjured. 
It  was  hard  to  aim  correctly  at  such  rapidly  mov¬ 
ing  objects.  In  very  short  order  they  were  out 
of  range,  but  they  kept  on  with  speed  unabated, 
until  they  reached  the  spot  where  the  men  were 
waiting.  Tempest  was  only  a  few  yards  ahead 
of  his  master  when  he  halted  before  the  troops. 

“Stars  and  garters!”  roared  Brent,  as  he  threw 
himself  from  the  back  of  the  Arabian,  “that  was 
the  narrowest  shave  I  ever  made.  Why,  I’ll 


wager  that  my  horse,  yonder,  is  a  regular  lead 
mine!” 

Kit,  panting  a  little,  looked  back  at  the  spot 
they  had  left,  and  then  at  the  range  of  rock  where 
the  mounted  outlaws  stood. 

“Well,”  said  Brent,  “you  can’t  tackle  ’em  there, 
can  you?” 

“Tackle  them,”  cried  Kit,  his  eyes  fairly  blaz¬ 
ing;  “yes,  and  I  can  whip  them,  too.  Their  posi¬ 
tion  looks  strong,  I  know,  but  I’ll  prove  to  you 
that  their  apparently  strong  position  will  result 
in  their  complete  downfall  and  my  triumph!” 

Kit  and  Brent  now  got  their  band  of  vigilants 
together  and  explained  to  them  that  he  was  go¬ 
ing  to  charge  into  the  water  passage  cave,  which 
was  the  stronghold  of  the  outlaws.  They  all 
agreed  to  follow  him.  So  a  start  was  made. 
Coming  to  the  stream,  they  started  into  the  water 
passage.  They  had  not  gone  far,  however,  be¬ 
fore  lights  appeared,  and  then  coming  towards 
them  was  Damley  Bree  holding  Florence  Dent 
before  him. 

“Back!”  he  shouted  to  Kit.  “Take  your  men 
and  retreat  out  of  here  or  I  wall  put  this  knife 
into  the  girl  before  you  advance  another  step.” 
He  held  a  knife  in  one  hand. 

The  vigilants  paused.  They  were  baffled.  Brent 
and  Kit  held  a  consultation,  and  saw  it  was  best 
to  retreat  in  order  to  save  the  girl’s  life.  So 
the  order  wTas  given  to  the  vigilants  and  the 
backward  march  was  begun.  When  the  vigilants 
had  disappeared  around  a  rocky  projection,  Bree 
muttered:  “The  Indian  has  escaped,  and  so  have 
the  rest  of  my  band  who  were  alive  after  the  last 
skirmish.  I  am  going  to  get  out  the  back  way 
with  the  girl  tied  on  another  horse  and  ride  for 
a  hamlet  I  know  of  and  try  to  join  the  band.” 
Inside  of  an  hour  Bree  and  the  girl,  wrho  had  now 
giVen  up  in  despair,  rode  out  from  the  back 
way  and  after  going  about  four  miles  came  in 
sight  of  a  cluster  of  log  shanties,  which  seemed 
to  be  deserted,  with  the  exception  of  a  tavern, 
in  which  a  party  of  very  tough  men  v»Tere  in  the 
midst  of  a  wild  dance.  Bree  rode  up,  and  the 
landlord,  white-faced,  came  out,  followed  bv  a 
number  of  men.  As  soon  .as  he  saw  them  Bree 
muttered:  “It’s  Mike's  band  from  the  gulch. 
Maybe  they  will  help  me,  and  I  can  strike  back 
a  revengeful  blow.” 


CHAPTER  IX. — A  Strange  Stake. 

Wien  Kit  and  his  friends  unwillingly  retreated 
through  the  passage  that  led  to  the  cave,  they 
halted  when  just  beyond  the  bend. 

“It’s  awful  to  have  to  retreat,”  muttered  Kit, 
“but  we  had  to  do  it  or  see  the. girl  killed  before 
our  eyes.  It  would  have  been  but  poor  satisfac¬ 
tion  to  have  killed  him  to  the  heart  over  her 
dead  body.” 

line,  said  Brent.  ‘‘But  ve  must  not  g'ive  up 
yet.  The  rascal  is  not  out  of  the  cave.” 

‘‘But  he  soon  may  be.  You  go  with  some  of  the 
men  and  see  whether  you  can’t  get  on  the  other 
side  of  this  rocky  range.  That  opening  prob¬ 
ably  leads  out  to  open  land.  I’ll  stav  here  and 
watch  for  a  chance.” 

“All  right,”  said  Brent,  and  with  four  of  the 
men  he  retraced  his  way  to  the  enclosure. 
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Kit  waited  a  few  minutes,  and  then  cautiously 
peered  around  the  curve. 

Then  he  went  on  alone  toward  the  cave.  But 
he  soon  came  back  to  the  men  he  had  left  behind. 

“They’re  gone,  lads,”  he  said,  as  the  men  came 
rushing  up.  “They’re  gone,  and  we  can’t  follow 
them  this  way,  for  the  cave’s  full  of  water.” 

“Let's  make  tracks  after  Brent,”  said  somebody. 
“Maybe  he’s  caught  the  rascal  on  the  other  side.” 

Lighted  by  the  torches,  they  rapidly  returned 
to  the  entrance,  and  darted  away  for  the  pass. 
The  dead  and  wounded  of  Damley  Bree’s  band 
had  been  hauled  out  of  the  pathway  by  Kit’s  men, 
and  without  hindrance  they  rushed  through. 

“Half  a  dozen  of  you  mount,  and  go  around 
the  outside  of  the  chain,  while  the  rest  of  us  go 
this  way!”  cried  the  young  leader. 

And  as  he  spoke  he  sprang  up  the  slope  that 
led  to  the  plateau,  followed  by  half  a  dozen  men. 
They  met  with  considerable  difficulty  in  scaling 
the  chain,  but  at  length  reached  the  side  opposite 
the  point  where  they  had  started  from,  and  below 
them  saw  Brent  and  his  men  looking  over  the 
ground  for  tracks. 

“What  luck!”  cried  Kit. 

“You  needn’t  come  down,”  called  back  the  giant. 
“Here’s  his  tracks,  and  the  girl  was  also  mounted 
on  another  horse;  there  are  two  tracks.  The 
trail  leads  toward  the  trees  yonder.  Give  me 
five  minutes  and  I’ll  tell  you  the  rest  of  the  yam 
from  the  book  of  Nature.” 

“All  right,”  said  Kit,  and  he  waited  with  great 
impatience  while  Brent  went  slowly  toward  the 
tree. 

While  the  young  leader  was  waiting  one  of  the 
men.  brought  him  the  information  that  there  were 
ten  men  killed,  and  five  wounded  so  seriously  as 
to  be  unfit  for  service. 

“Never  mind,”  said  Kit.  “That’s  bad,  very  bad; 
but  we  must  nurse  the  wounded  back  to  health 
and  carry  on  this  war  of  extermination.  It  is 
not  likely  that  the  outlaws  'wall  return  to  their 
huts,  so  move  the  wounded  men  in  there,  and 
detail  two  men  to  nurse  them.  There  are  plenty 
of  provisions  /in  the  huts,  so  they  will  be  all 
right.  How  many  dead  on  the  other  side?” 

“Six  dead  on  the  plateau,  and  not  less  than 
twenty  on  the  two  sides,  all  crushed  and  man¬ 
gled.  There’s  also  a  dozen  or  more  wounded.” 

“Well,  take  care  of  their  wounded.  We  are  hu¬ 
man.  and  so  are  they.  To  be  sure  they  are  foes, 
and  bad  men,  but  we  must  not  put  ourselves  up 
as  judge  and  jury.  Bury  the  dead,  and  care  for 
all  the  wounded.” 

EATl  right,  sir.” 

In  a  few  minutes  Brent  came  back,  his  face 
beaming  with  intelligence. 

Went  away  toward  the  west.  He  was  riding 
one  horse  and  leading  the  other.” 

“Good  enough!”  said  Kit.  “Back  to  the  pass, 
my  friend.  We  know  his  course,  and  we’ll  soon 
be  on  his  track.  I’ll  never  rest  until  I  have  car¬ 
ried  out  Kit  Carson’s  command!” 

We  left  Damley  Bree  in  front  of  the  tavern 
that  had  been  taken  possession  of  by  an  outlaw 
band.  As  he  sat  there  a  man  came  out  of  the 
tavern  and  cried: 

“Damley  Bree,  by  thunder!” 

“How  are  you,  Mike?”  said  Bree. 

Toe  man  who  had  addressed  him  was  a  stout- 


built,  ruffianly-looking  fellow  of  middle  age.  His 
face,  or  nearly  all  of  it,  had  been  burned  with 
acid,  and  was  almost  entirely  crimson.  From 
this  he  evidently  derived  his  cognomen  of  “Red” 
Mike. 

“What  in  thunder  are  you  doing  here  with  a 
bundle  of  calico  hanging  on  your  arm?”  he  re¬ 
plied,  looking  keenly  at  the  girl  as  she  lay  list¬ 
lessly  in  the  grasp  of  her  foe. 

“Oh,  I’ll  tell  you  all  about  it,”  said  Bree,  and, 
dismounting  from  his  horse,  he  set  Florence  on 
the  ground,  where  the  poor  girl  remained,  a  pass¬ 
ive  auditor  of  the  strange  scene  being  enacted 
around  her. 

Then  Bree  recounted  to  Red  Mike  all  that  had 
befallen  him,  ending  by  an  appeal  for  help. 

“By  thunder,”  said  the  other,  gazing  admiringly 
upon  Florence,  “she  takes  the  shine  out  of  any 
girl  I’ve  seen  for  months.” 

“Yes,  she’s  decent-looking,”  was  Bree’s  rather 
apprehensive  rejoinder,  for  he  didn’t  like  the 
other’s  tone,  “and  she’s  worth  money.  Help  me 
to  crush  the  chaps  that  are  after  me  and  you  can 
have  half  of  the  five  thousand  dollars  ransom  I 
shall  get  for  her  from  her  father.” 

“Damley,”  said  Red  Mike,  “I’ve  taken  a  thun¬ 
dering  big  fancy  to  that  little  woman.” 

“Come,”  said  Bree,-  “you  wouldn’t  be  mean 
enough  to  take  advantage  of  me,  would  you  ?.” 

“No,”  said  Mike.  “I’m  just  as  square  as  a  die 
with  one  of  my  own  sort,  so  I  will  tell  you  what 
I’ll  do.” 

“Out  with  it.” 

“Well,”  said  the  other  captain,  “I’ll  gamble  with 
you  for  the  young  woman.” 

“And  how?” 

“Well,  you  say  you’d  give  me  half  of  the  ran¬ 
som  if  I  turned  in  with  you  on  this  job.” 

“True.” 

“Then,”  said  Mike,  “I’ll  put  up  that  half  against 
her.  Two  thousand  and  five  hundred  against  the 
girl.  What  do  you  say?” 

“What  game  ?”  he  asked. 

“The  genuine  American  one,”  returned  the  oth¬ 
er.  “Euchre.” 

“All  right.” 

“Here,  Shanks,  lend  me  your  pack  of  cards!” 
roared  Red  Mike  to  one  of  the  men.  “I’m  going 
to  stake  a  pile  on  my  side  against  this  young 
woman.  I  say,  landlord,  bring  us  out  a  table,  or 
I’ll  blow  the  top  of  your  head  into  the  middle  of 
next  May.” 

The  cards  and  the  table  vrere  brought  outside, 
and  the  two  leaders  seated  themselves,  while  the 
interested  men  gathered  around.  Bree  cut  a  jack 
and  shuffled  the  cards.  Deliberately  he  dealt  out 
the  hands.  The  game  had  begun. 


CHAPTER  X. — The  Game  of  Euchre. 

In  the  game  that  had  jilst  begun  between  Dam- 
ley  Bree  and  Red  Mike  it  w'as  tacitly  understood 
that  the  common  Western  usages  to  euchre  were 
to  be  observed.  Therefore,  being  tw?o-handed,  it 
W’as  to  be  a  five-point  game.  Bree  dealt  his  op¬ 
ponent  an  excellent  hand,  and  dealt  himself  a 
very  poor  one.  Then  he  turned  up  the  ten  spot  of 
hearts.  Mike  passed.  Bree  looked  at  his  hand. 
He  had  the  king  and  nine  of  trumps  and  two 
small  clubs. 
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“I  play  it,”  he  said,  throwing  away  a  small  club 
and  picking  up  the  trump. 

“Then  play  to  that,”  said  Mike,  and  he  threw 
down  the  ace  of  clubs,  wdiich  of  course  caught  one 
of  the  small  cards  in  Breeds  hand. 

“And  that,”  said  Mike.  “And  then  to  that.” 

And  he  played  out  the  right  and  left  bower. 

“Euchred!”  cried  Bree. 

“You  ought  to  have  passed  and  let  me  make  it 
next,”  said  Mike,  taking  two  points  on  the  game. 

Then  he  dealt,  counting  the  cards  out  with  great 
care.  He  turned  up  a  club;  Bree  had  the  right, 
left  and  ace,  and  two  hearts;  he  promptly  ordered 
It  up.  He  scored  a  point,  the  fifth  trick  falling 
to  the  ace  of  hearts,  held  by  Mike.  Game;  two 
for  Bed  Mike,  one  for  Darnley  Bree.  The  latter 
dealt  the  cards  again,  and  was  unlucky  enough  to 
give  to  himself  the  three  lowest  trumps,  and  his 
opponent  the  three  highest.  The  result  was  that 
Mike  euchred  him  again,  bringing  his  own  score 
up  to  four,  against  the  single  one  on  Bree’s  side. 
Mike  picked  up  the  cards  and  dealt  out. 

“Now  is  your  last  show,”  he  said  to  Bree. 

“Maybe  so,”  said  the  latter. 

The  ace  of  diamonds  was  turned  up  by  Mike. 
Bree  passed,  having  no  trumps  but  the  queen,  and 
Mike  played  it  on  an  ordinary  hand.  However, 
Bree’s  poor  cards  accomplished  a  great  deal  for 
his  opponent,  and  by  playing  a  cautious  game  the 
red-faced  villain  managed  to  get  the  third  trick, 
scoring  one  point. 

“Game!”  he  said.  r 

“The  captain’s  won!”  cried  the  men;  and  Bree, 
with  an  exclamation  of  anger,  kicked  over  the 
table  and  sent  the  cards  flying. 

“Curse  the  luck!”  he  cried. 

“The  gal’s  mine!”  cried  Mike,  and  with  an 
eager  bound  he  reached  the  side  of  the  unhappy 
captive,  and  caught  her  by  the  arm.  Florence 
Lent  was  a  spirited  girl,  and  although  some  of 
her  natural  pluck  and  daring  had  been  well-nigh 
crushed  out  of  her  during  the  past  few  days,  she 
was  still  fully  capable  of  getting  up  an  exhibi¬ 
tion  of  feminine  wrath  that  was  startling  enough 
to  produce  a  visible  effect  on  even  an  outlaw’.  As 
Red  Mike’s  hand  touched  her  arm  she  turned  her 
head.  In  the  belt  that  encircled  the  w’aist  of  the 
scarlet-faced  chieftain  there  was  a  small  arma¬ 
ment  of  pistols  and  knives.  With  a  swift  motion 
the  young  girl  caught  at  the  hilt  of  a  long,  keen 
knife,  and  with  a  dexterous  twist  wwenched  it 
from  the  belt  of  the  outlaw.  Then,  wTith  the  swift 
grace  of  the  fawm,  she  leaped  to  her  feet  and 
darted  back  from  her  foe.  She  also  seized  a 
shotgun  standing  against  a  tree.  Florence  ran 
on  blindly  for  a  bout  a  minute.  Then  she  looked 
ahead;  she  was  going  toward  a  small  smoke¬ 
house  that  stood  about  a  hundred  yards  from  the 
tavern.^  Several  of  the  outlaws  were  close  upon 
hen  The  girl  knew’  that  she  could  not  hold  out 
against  her  pursuers;  the  door  of  the  dark  and 
grimy  smoke-house  wras  slightly  open,  and  with¬ 
out  any  hesitation  she  leaped  inside. 

She  caught  at  the  edge  of  the  leather  latch, 
and  pulled  the  door  shut  after  her.  There  was  a 
bolt  on  the  inside,  and  with  a  quick  movement  of 
her  hand  she  shot  this  into  its  socket,  just  as  the 
foremost  of  the  pursuing  outlaws  banged  against 
this  friendly  barrier. 

“Keep  out!”  cried  Florence.  “The  man  that  en¬ 
ters  here  dies.  Tve  struck  once,  and  I  can  do  it 


again.  If  you  break  down  the  door  I’ll  be  the 
death  of  the  very  first  man  that  enters  here.” 

“The  she-cat!”  cried  one. 

“Break  the  whole  blessed  place  dowm!”  roared 
somebody.  “Smash  it  in,  and  crush  the  young 
cat  under  it!” 

“Don’t  touch  her  after  you  break  the  door 
dowm!”  shouted  Darnley  Bree,  as  the  men  came 
rushing  up  with  the  stones  poised  aloft  for  cast¬ 
ing.  “The  man  that  injures  her  answ’ers  to  me 
for  it.” 

“All  together!”  cried  the  lieutenant  of  Red 
Mike’s  band.  “Get  in  a  line  and  throw  together. 
One — two ” 

Bang!  The  roar  of  a  shotgun  rang  out  at  the 
word  “tw’o,”  and  tw’o  of  the  foremost  outlaw’s  fell 
W’ounded  to  the  ground,  their  breasts  filled  with  a 
scattered  charge  of  deadly  buckshot.  The  girl 
had  fired  through  a  hole  in  the  door,  and  with 
excellent  effect,  too.  Together  they  rushed  to¬ 
ward  the  side  of  the  smoke  house.  Crash-h!  The 
tremendous  rattle  of  a  volley  rang  out.  They 
wrere  attacked! 


CHAPTER  XI.— Bree’s  Bold  Move. 

It  wras  the  men  under  the  young  army  scout  „ 
that  had  attacked  the  outlaws.  Ivit  Carson’s  Kit 
rode  at  the  head  of  his  men,  mounted  on  his  no¬ 
ble  Tempest.  At  his  side  was  the  gigantic  Brent. 

Kit  would  not  have  attacked  the  outlaws  had  it 
not  been  for  a  mistake  in  regard  to  their  identity. 

He  saw  Darnley  Bree  among  the  others  as  he 
came  dashing  up  the  road,  and  naturally  sup¬ 
posed  that  the  rascals  w’ere  Bree’s  followers;  a 
very  natural  error. 

“At  them,  lads!”  he  shouted.  “Let  this  be  the 
finale!  Cut  and  slash  for  victory  and  wdnd  up 
their  accounts!  Follow  your  leader!” 

And  they  did.  Their  first  volley  was  rather 
wild  and  scattering,  and  did  not  do  much  damage. 

An  instant  later  they  were  close  upon  the  out¬ 
law’s,  and  a  second  volley,  poured  in  at  close  quar¬ 
ters,  was  more  effectual.  Six  of  the  villainous 
gang  were  laid  out  on  the  ground,  either  dead  or 
dying.  This  short  range  volley  w’ould  have  been 
more  deadly  had  it  not  been  for  the  scattered 
condition  of  the  bandits.  Had  they  been  in  solid  ■ v 
form,  the  deadly  volley  w’ould  have  mown  them 
dowrn.  The  ruffianly  horde,  how’ever,  were  just 
in  the  humor  for  an  encounter  of  this  order,  and 
after  the  instant  of  the  first  alarm  they  turned 
upon  the  soldiers  and  civilians  like  th*. .^espera- 
does  they  were,  ready  to  fight  for  the  funoT  !*“ 
the  thing. 

Slash— slash!  Cut — cut!  Bang— bang!  With 
knives  and  swords  flashing  in  the  sunlight,  oaths  > 
and  yells  sounding  fiercely,  at  it  they  went,  each  l 
for  victory.  But  the  lieutenant  of’  Red  Mike’s 
band  did  not  care  about  either  killing  soldiers  or 
allowing  soldiers  to  kill  his  men.  There  w’as  no 
plunder  to  be  gained  by  such  a  fight,  and  it  w’as 
contrary  to  the  principles  of  the  brotherhood  to 
fight  W’hen  there  could  be  no  booty  attaching  to  * 
the  victory.  His  voice  rang  out  in  a  sharp  com¬ 
mand  : 

“To  the  house,  every  man!  Back  to  the  ranch!”  u 

Ihe  rascals  at  once  obeyed  him,  and,  turning 
from  their  foes,  ran  toward  the  tavern.  Darnley 
Bree  had  not  taken  part  in  the  fight.  Very  quiet- 


KIT  CARSON’S  KIT 


18 


twe  had  slipped  away  from  the  spot,  and  has- 
itMed  to  the  smoke  house.  He  had  done ’this  so 
very  neatly  that  Kit,  who  had  tried  hard  to  keep 
an  eye  on  the  rascals,  lost  sight  of  him  altogether. 
The  outlaws  rushed  pell-mell  for  the  tavern. 

“After  them,  boys,”  ordered  Kit,  and  wheeled 
Tempest. 

The  soldiers  and  civilians  lost  no  time  in  obey¬ 
ing  the  order,  but  not  more  than  half  a  minute 
had  gone  by  ere  the  putlaws  were  all  safe  within 
the  tavern,  and  the  heavy  door  was  barred.  Then, 
with  a  celerity  scarcely  to  be  expected  from  other 
than  disciplined  troops,  the  entrenched  bandits 
began  firing  through  the  door,  and  having  the 
advantage  of  loopholes,  they  very  neatly  killed 
one  of  Kit’s  men  and  slightly  wounded  another. 

“Retreat,”  cried  Kit.  “We  must  not  stay  here 
to  be  shot  down  like  so  many  dogs;  take  cover 
behind  those  buildings.” 

He  pointed  to  where  the  smoke  house  stood, 
with  several  other  outhouses  near  at  hand.  They 
all  galloped  across  the  road,  bearing  their  dead 
-Comrade  with  them.  In  less  than  a  minute  after 
Kit  gave  the  order,  every  man  under  his  command 
was  safe  from  the  fire  of  their  hidden  foes.  Kit 
was  wondering  where  Darnley  Bree  wTas,  and 
also  trying  to  conjecture  what  could  have  been 
done  with  Florence  Lent.  Ah,  if  he  had  only 

-  looked  into  the  smokehouse! 

With  the  idea  of  seizing  upon  this  opportunity 
to  run  away  with  the  prize,  which  had  been 
partly  won  from  him  by  Red  Mike,  Bree  had 
slunk  into  the  smokehouse,  knowing  that  Flor¬ 
ence  must  be  there.  She  was  there,  but  in  such 
a  condition  that  Bree  was  surprised,  for  she  lay 
motionless  on  the  ground,  while  the  crimson  blood 
trickled  down  her  face  from  a  wound  in  her 
head.  Tightly  imbedded  in  the  left  side  of  the 
unfortunate  girl’s- forehead  was  a  large  splinter, 
large  enough  and  hard  enough  to  make  quite  a 
serious  wound. 

The  first  volley  fired  by  Kit’s  men  had  done  the 
damage.  A  bullet  had  struck  one  of  the  boards 

-  of  the  little  smokehouse,  splintered  the  wood,  and 
one  of  the  largest  splinters  had  been  forcibly 
driven  into  the  girl’s  head. 

*  “By  thunder,  that’s  a  nasty  sort  of  a  wound,” 
muttered  Bree,  looking  at  the  girl  intently.  “She 
may  not  come  back  for  hours.” 

He  had  his  flask  of  whisky  with  him,  and  was 

•  about  to  pour  some  between  the  girl’s  lips  with 
the  idea  of  reviving  her,  but  a  sudden  idea  caused 
him  to  pause. 

“Whv  should  I?”  he  muttered.  “This  may  be 
<^*-Ua~good  show  for  me.  If  I  can  only  get  a  horse, 
I  may  be  able  to  carry  her  off  and  reach  my  boys 
— what’s  left  of  ’em.” 

He  stopped  and  peered  through  the  cracks  of 
the  door.  He  was  just  in  time  to  see  Kit’s  men 
come  across  the  road  toward  him. 

“The  devil!”  cried  Bree,  for  he  thought  he  was 
about  to  be  routed  from  his  hiding-place. 

But  they  went  past,  seeking  shelter  behind  the 
outhouses.  As  luck  would  have  it,  the  young 
*•  army  scout  got  off  his  horse  just  behind  the 
smokehouse. 

“There’s  rqy  chance,”  muttered  the  outlaw  lead¬ 
er,  a-  he  looked  at  the  beautiful  steed.  “The 
'  very  horse  that  I  captured  with  him  before. 
Once  on  that  splendid  Arabian  and  I’m  safe,  for 
I  doubt  that  there's  a  nag  in  the  party  that  can 


touch  the  beauty.  And,  by  jingo,  the  girl  goes 
with  me.” 

He  waited  for  a  moment;  Kit  went  away  from 
his  horse  in  order  to  speak  to  Brent,  who  stood 
a  few  yards  distant.  That  was  Bree’s  chance. 
He  looked  at  his  arms.  He  had  two  revolvers, 
and  they  were  well  loaded;  his  knife  was  safe  in 
his  belt.  He  caught  up  the  insensible  form  of 
Florence  Lent,  and  held  the  girl  firmly  with  his 
left  arm.  He  stole  out  from  the  smokehouse,  ran 
swiftly  around  the  building,  and  in  a  twinkling 
was  by  the  side  of  the  gallant  steed.  He  placed 
his  right  hand  on  the  pommel  of  the  saddle,  and 
with  one  well-calculated  bound  he  was  in  the 
saddle.  Then  a  dozen  pairs  of  eyes  caught  sight 
of  him,  and  a  dozen  voices  rang  out: 

“Bree!” 

“Shoot  the  villain!” 

“Fire  if  you  dare!”  defiantly  cried  the  outlaw 
leader,  as  he  placed  the  unresisting  form  of  Flor¬ 
ence  Lent  before  him  in  such  a  manner  as  to 
shield  his  own  unworthy  body.  “Ay,  fire  away, 
but  the  .bullets  must  go  through  the  young  wo¬ 
man  to  reach  my  heart!” 

And  as  a  dozen  pistols  which  had  been  aimed 
at  him  were  slowly  lowered,  the  daring  outlaw 
gave  a  sharp  pull  at  Tempest’s  bridle-rein,  yelled 
at  the  horse,  and  shot  away  like  a  streak  with  his 
beautiful  living  prize. 


✓  CHAPTER  XII.— Mother  Brown. 

The  neatly  effected  escape  of  Darnley  Bree 
with  the  captive  girl  had  been  transacted  in  such 
short  order  that  the  men  were  fit  a  loss  exactly 
what  to  do,  none  of  them  thinking  of  the  best 
plan — to  mount  and  pursue. 

“Curse  the  luck!”  cried  Brent.  “He  was  right 
in  our  hands.” 

“My  girl  and  my  horse  both  gone  in  a  minute!” 
said  Kit.  “What  shall  we  do?” 

“I’d  mount  the  best  horse  I  could  find  and  pur¬ 
sue  them,”  said  an  old  trapper;  and  then  both 
Brent  and  the  young  scout  suddenly  saw  how 
foolishly  they  had  been  acting. 

“Ah!  but  where’s  the  horse  that  can  overtake 
my  Tempest?”  said  the  young  man. 

“We  may  be  able  to  trail  him,  and  he  may  not 
go  far,”  suggested  the  giant.  “Let’s  mount  our 
animals  and  after  him!” 

“All?” 

“Yes.” 

“No,  indeed,”  said  Kit.  “You  might  wait  long 
for  a  better  chance  than  this  to  cage  the  outlaws. 
They  are. all  in  yonder  tavern,  all  except  the  lead¬ 
er.  I  shall  take  four  men  with  me — four  good 
fighters  on  whom  I  can  depend,  and  the  rest  I’ll 
leave  here  under  your  command  to  storm  that 
tavern.” 

“And  stick  to  it?” 

“Yes,  stick  to  it  until  I  return,  or  until  you  have 
captured  or  else  killed  the  rascals.  Remember, 
Brent,  this  is  to  be  a  war  of  extermination,  and 
I  am  going  to  clean  the  brutes  out  of  this  sec¬ 
tion.  Isn’t  that  a  stable  yonder?” 

“Yes,  so  it  is.” 

“Then  maybe  there  are  some  horses  there,  and 
good  ones,  too.” 

Brent  and  the  young  scout  ran  into  the  stable 
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and  found  three  excellent  horses.  One,  a  beauti¬ 
ful  chestnut  stallion,  ready  saddled  and  bridled, 
stood  champing  his  bit  impatiently,  and  stamping 
on  the  floor  with  his  delicate  feet. 

“What  a  beauty!”  cried  Kit,  his  eyes  lighting 
up  with  admiration.  “I’ll  bet  he’s  a  stepper.” 

“Why,  I  know  that  horse,”  said  Brent. 

“You  do  ?” 

“Yes.  Let  me  see.  Why,  that  chestnut  stal¬ 
lion  belongs  to  Red  Mike.” 

“Then  in  the  name  of  the  United  States  I  con¬ 
fiscate  him,”  promptly  said  young  Kit. 

And  with  dexterous  fingers  he  very  soon  untied 
the  stallion.  The  handsome  creature  leaped  up 
into  the  air  and  tried  hard  to  break  from  him. 
Kit  brought  the  animal  down  with  a  powerful 
pull,  and  then  leaped  into  the  saddle.  Out  into 
the  stable  yard  shot  the  chestnut  horse,  cutting 
up  all  sorts  of  pranks,  evidently  with  the  idea  of 
unseating  his  rider;  but  Kit  very  soon  made  him 
understand  that  his  was  not  a  novice’s  but  a  mas¬ 
ter’s  hand.  The  moment  that  the  horse  was 
conquered  he  became  just  as  meek  and  docile  as 
any  hack. 

Some  of  the  outlaws  inside  the  inn  saw  the 
prancing  steed  when  he  was  trying  to  unseat  his 
rider,  and  in  order  to  get  a  shot  at  the  reckless 
'young  scout  they  incautiously  exposed  them¬ 
selves.  Two  appeared  at  the  window,  and  one 
was  bold  enough  to  open  the  door  and  shove  a 
long  rifle  into  view.  Without  doubt  Kit  would 
have  been  shot  had  it  not  been  for  the  many  sol¬ 
diers  and  civilians  who  were  so  eagerly  watching 
the  tavern.  No  sooner  were  the  three  outlaws 
seen  by  these  watchers  than  they  all  fired,  and 
the  result  was  that  the  trio  of  ambitious  outlaws 
were  fairly  riddled  with  bullets,  and  before  any 
of  them  could  fire  on  the  young  scout,  either. 
Then,  leaving  some  final  orders  of  instruction 
with  Brent,  Kit  picked  out  his  four  men  and  pre¬ 
pared  to  leave. 

“The  best  way  for  us  to  get  away  from  here 
without  being  shot  is  to  shoot  at  the  enemy,”  said 
Kit.  “When  I  say  ‘go,’  then  we’ll  start,  and  I 
want  a  volley  fired  at  the  door  and  window  at 
that  moment,  so  that  I  can  take  advantage  of  the 
confusion  and  dash  out  of  range.” 

“All  right,”  said  Brent. 

The  four  troopers  picked  out  by  Kit  ranged 
themselves  behind  their  young  leader. 

“Go!”  shouted  Kit. 

Crash-hffi!  As  the  four  horses  dashed  away 
the  volley  rang  out.  As  Kit  had  predicted,  the 
volley  enabled  him  and  his  men  to  get  away,  and 
in  safety  they  dashed  down  the  road  taken  by 
Darnley  and  his  captive. 

Despite  his  load,  Tempest  dashed  on  almost  as 
fleetly  as  ever  over  the  hard  road.  Like  one 
dead,  the  poor  girl  lay  on  the  outlaw’s  arm.  The 
splinter  which  had  taken  away  her  consciousness 
was  still  in  the  girl’s  head,  and  Bree  did  not  dare 
d'rqw  it  out  for  fear  it  might  still  further  injure 
the  unfortunate  captive. 

Tempest  bounded  on  mile  after  mile.  Bree 
kept  him  on  the  regular  road  for  some  time,  but 
at  length  was  forced  to  leave  it.  Some  mounted 
men,  clad  in  the  costume  of  professional  trap¬ 
pers  and  hunters,  came  into  view,  and  Bree  de¬ 
cided  that  it  might  not  be  healthy  for  him  to 
meet  them  just  then,  for  they  would  probably 


make  some  inquiries  about  poor  Florence  the 
would  be  difficult  to  answer  satisfactorily.  rle 
left  the  road  and  struck  out  across  country.  After 
a  rapid  ride  of  over  twelve  miles,  the  outlaw 
captain  at  length  rode  into  a  large  grove. 

Through  the  grove  he  went,  and  reached  a 
clearing  in  which  stood  a  house,  roughly  made, 
but  quite  large.  No  sooner  had  he  fairly  entered 
the  clearing  than  out  of  the  house  came  a  dozen 
of  his  men,  sending  up  a  faint  cheer  in  welcome. 

“Lively,  boys!”  commanded  Darnley  Bree. 
“Hold  the  horse,  one  of  you,  and  somebody  take 
this  girl.” 

This  was  quickly  done;  the  horse  was  led  away 
to  a  rude  shed,  and  the  captive  was  taken  inside. 
In  the  large  room  where  Bree  entered  there  was 
an  ordinary  amount  of  very  common  furniture, 
some  more  of  the  outlaws,  and  a  woman  of  coarse, 
repulsive  expression,  a  stoutly  built  and  vulgar¬ 
looking  dame  of  not  less  than  forty. 

“Lively,  Mother  Brown!”  ordered  the  captain. 
“This  girl  needs  attending  to  at  once.  Got  a 
bed  ?” 

The  woman  pointed  to  a  cot  in  the  corner. 

“Thar’s  the  only  one  what  this  here  ranch  con¬ 
tains,”  she  said.  “Chuck  the  cat  on  that,  lads, 
and  I’ll  soon  see  what  ails  her.” 

Florence  was  placed  on  the  rude  and  uncom¬ 
fortable  bed,  and  the  woman  looked  at  her. 

“Why,  she’s  wounded,”  she  said. 

“Yes,”  said  Bree.  “Get  some  water,  and  after 
you’ve  washed  away  the  blood  you  can  see  about 
drawing  out  that  splinter.” 

“See  about  it,”  said  the  brutal-looking  woman, 
laughing  in  a  coarse  and  jeering  manner;  “this 
is  how  I’ll  see  about  it.” 

With  her  large,  strong  fingers  she  seized  the 
splinter,  and  with  a  brutal  jerk  t6re  it  from  the 
blood-stained  head  of  the  wounded  captive.  And 
then,  to  the  astonishment  of  all,  the  girl  opened 
her  eyes,  sat  up,  and  with  one  spasmodic  effort 
fairly  flew  at  Mother  Brown’s  throat. 


CHAPTER  XIII. — Mad  as  a  March  Hare. 

Florence  caught  the  dame  by  the  throat,  and 
having  fingers  that  were  both  long  and  strong, 
she  succeeded  in  fixing  upon  her  with  a  firm 
grasp. 

“The  devil!”  cried  Bree. 

“Oh — ho!”  loudly  yelled  the  coarse  dame. 
“Take  her  off!” 

The  girl’s  eyes  were  blazing,  sparkling,  and 
snapping  at  a  furious  rate,  and  her  face  was 
crimson  with  rage. 

“Part  them,”  said  Darnley  Bree  to  his  men. 
That  girl  is  crazy,  as  sure  as  fate.  That  splin¬ 
ter  has  turned  her  brain.” 

It  was  true.  Poor  Florence  Lent  was  mad’ 
Some  internal  injury  had  affected  her  brain,  and 
for  the  time  she  was  insane.  It  took  two  of  the 
men  to  tear  the  insane  captive  from  Mother 
Brown  and  even  then  the  girl  took  away  a  por¬ 
tion  of  her  skin  on  the  ends  of  her  fingers.  The 
brutal  dame,  well  punished  for  her  unfeeling 
treatment  of  a  helpless  captive,  ran  away  as  soon 
as  she  was  released,  and  crouching  down  in  a 
corner  began  to  groan  with  tile  pain  of  her 
scratches  and  bruises.  Florence,  with  a  violent 
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jerk,  tore  her  arms  away  from  the  grasp  of  the 
two  outlaws.  In  the  helt  of  one  there  hung,  very 
loosely,  a  long  knife  with  a  horn  handle.  With  a 
movement  as  dexterous  as  it  was  swift,  Florence 
caught  at  the  horn  handle  and  tore  the  blade  from 
the  belt.  The  owner  of  the  knife  seemed  to  guess 
instinctively,  that  he  was  in  danger,  and  tried  to 
get  out  of  the  girl’s  reach,  but  she  was  much  too 
quick  for  him.  The  knife  went  up  and  down  like 
a  flash.  Thud!  It  was  buried  to  the  hilt  in  the 
broad  breast  of  its  unfortunate  owner. 

“My  God!  I’m  a  goner!” 

He  shrieked  out  the  words,  and  dropped  tc-  the 
floor.  The  girl  held  the  knife  aloft,  and  the  red 
blood  dripped  down  upon  the  floor. 

And  then  she  made  a  straight  dive  for  Bree. 
That  person  very  discreetly  slipped  away,  and 
probably  saved  his  life  by  so  doing,  for  the  mad 
rush  of  the  insane  creature  was  perfectly  irre¬ 
sistible.  She  went  clear  across  the  room,  the 
blood-stained  knife  held  aloft  in  a  threatening 
way.  One  of  the  men  caught  at  her  from  be¬ 
hind,  and  tried  to  catch  at  her  hand,  the  one  that 

_  contained  the  horn  handle  of  the  knife.  With  an 

eel-like  twist  the  mad  girl  turned  in  his  arms, 
and  in  a  moment  had  stabbed  him  in  the  arm. 
With  a  howl  and  a  curse  he  let  go  his  hold.  The 
door  swung  open;  the  captive  saw  the  daylight 
outside.  It  must  have  been  more  instinct  than 
aught  else,  for  the  girl  could  hardly  compresend 
her  situation  while  in  such  a  mental  condition, 
but  she  did  not  hesitate  an  instant  when  the  door 
opened.  She  ran  rapidly  across  the  room  and 
whirled  through  the  open  portal. 

“There  she  goes!”  cried  one. 

“Curse  her,  let  her  go!”  growled  the  man. with 
the  w’ounded  arm. 

But  Darnley  Bree  didn’t  say  so. 

"After  her!”  he  yelled,  springing  through  the 
doorway.  “I’ll  murder  you  all  if  she  escapes!” 

This  "threat  resulted  in  putting  half  a  dozen 
men  in  pursuit  of  the  girl.  The  latter  had  run 
across  the  clearing  in  which  the  house  stood  and 
plunged  into  the  woods.  As  she  did  so  she  turn¬ 
ed.  She  saw  the  leader  and  about  half  of  his 
men  coming  after  her.  She  raised  the  knife  on 
high,  shook  it  in  the  air,  and  gave  utterance  to 
a  scream  of  defiance.  Then  she  plunged  into  the 
woods  and  disappeared  from  view. 

“After  her!”  again  cried  Bree.  “My  share  of 
the  next  raid  to  the  man  who  catches  her!” 

After  getting  safely  away  from  the  besieged 
tavern,  Young  Kit  and  his  four  picked  men  made 
splendid  time  for  the  first  quarter  mile.  Then 
‘'*7~tlietr*'pulled  up  by  command  of  the  youthful  lead- 
.  er. 

“There  is  no  use  in  going  too  fast  and  too  far 
before  we  know  where  we  are  going,”  said  Kit. 
“The  more  haste  the  less  speed.  We  must  find 
the  trail  of  this  rascal  whom  we  are  hunting 

down.” 

*“And  how’s  that  to  be  done?”  one  of  the  men 

“Well,”  said  Kit,  “I  know  the  mark  of  my 
Tempest’s  hoofs,  and  he  is  the  horse  we’re  fol¬ 
lowing.  Just  wait  a  minute.” 

He  handed  the  bridle  rein  to  one  of  them,  dis¬ 
mounted  and  scanned  the  road. 

“There  is  Tempest’s  track,”  he  said,  and  point¬ 
ed  to  the  delicate  impression  left  by  the  Arabian 


steed;  “you  can  see  that  it  is  small;  my  horse 
has  the  smallest  hoof  of  any  animal  of  this  kind 
in  this  section;  you  can  also  see  that  the  mark 
is  deep,  and  we  know  that  the  nag  carries  a  dou¬ 
ble  load.” 

“That’s  logic,”  was  the  reply  of  the  questioner. 
“We  are  on  the  track  of  Darnley  Bree.” 

Kit  remounted  and  away  they  went,  following 
the  trail  at  a  fast  gallop.  On  they  went,  mile 
after  mile,  and  at  length  met  the  trappers  spoken 
of  in  a  previous  chapter.  Kit  halted. 

“Seen  a  man,  mounted  on  a  black  horse  and 
holding  a  woman  in  his  arms?”  he  asked. 

“Yes,”  feaid  the  leader  of  the  party,  “  I  reckon 
I  did,  for  I  saw  the  black  horse,  the  man,  and  I 
know  that  he  had  something  in  his  arms,  though 
I  didn’t  know  what.  The  chap  turned  off  to  the 
left  before  we  met,  just  at  a  spot  where  two 
great  rocks  stand  together  at  the  side  of  the 
road.” 

“Thanks;  that  will  do,”  said  Kit,  and  away  he 
dashed  once  more  on  the  trail,  keeping  an  eye 
out  for  the  rocky  landmark  spoken  of  by  the 
trapper. 

When  they  reached  the  spot  tjiey  saw  that  the 
trail  diverged  from  the  road,  and  as  it  was  now 
the  sole  mark  on  the  ground,  they  followed  it  at 
a  more  rapid  pace,  and  with  great  ease.  In  due 
course  the  trail  led  them  through  the  woods 
traversed  by  Darnley  Bree,  and  into  the  large 
clearing  where  stood  Mother  Brown’s  shanty. 

“Look  out  for  danger,”  said  one  of  the  men. 

“On,”  cried  the  intrepid  leader.  “I’m  going  to 
smash  through  everything  live  or  die.” 

And  he  led  his  men  across  the  clearing  at  a 
gallop.  The  door  of  the  cabin  was  standing  open, 
and  Hie  men  could  hear  loud  groans  of  pain. 

“Dismount,”  ordered  the  young  army  scout; 
“dismount  and  follow  your  leader.” 

In  an  instant  they  were  all  off  their  horses; 
the  animals  were  left  alone,  and  with  drawn  wea¬ 
pons  in  their  hands  the  party  rushed  into  the 
house.  Mother  Brown  was  groaning  and  crying 
in  a  corner;  one  of  the  badly  wounded  men  lay 
on  the  floor  gasping;  the  one  that  Florence  Lent 
had  stabbed  in  the  arm  was  lying  on  the  rude 
bed  where  the  captive  had  been.  Three  or  four 
outlaws  wrere  bending  over  the  dying  man  wTho 
lay  on  the  floor,  waiting  for  his  death.  Another 
was  helping  Neoska,  the  Indian  lieutenant,  to 
bandage  the  arm  of  the  wounded  robber. 

“Fire  on  them!”  cried  Kit.  “Fire,  but  leave 
that  red  devil  to  me!” 

The  men  obeyed,  and  their  revolvers  rang  out 
simultaneously.  The  outlaw  wdiose  arm  was  be¬ 
ing  bandaged  dropped  to  the  floor  with  a  bullet 
through  his  head.  Two  more  were  wounded,  but 
not  seriously  enough  to  prevent  them  from  draw¬ 
ing  their  pistols  and  returning  the  shots.  One 
of  Kit’s  men  dropped,  his  heart  split  by  a  bullet; 
another  had  his  shoulder  shattered,  the  right 
one,  but  he  pluckily  changed  his  weapon  to  the 
left  hand,  and  went  on  with  the  affray. 

In  the  midst  of  this  general  melee,  while  bul¬ 
lets  were  filing  around  like  hailstones,  the  young 
scout  rushea  upon  Neoska.  The  Indian  had  no 
pistol;  he  drew  his  knife  and  raised  it  aloft  to 
stab  his  foe.  Kit  had  his  revolver  in  hand,  and 
with  a  rapid  movement  he  took  aim,  fired,  and 
sent  a  ball  through  the  uplifted  wrist.  Then  be 
leaped  upon  the  Indian  fiend,  caught  him  by  the 
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throat,  and  with  irresistible  force  bore  him  to 
the  floor. 

“Dog!”  he  yelled.  “You  murdered  my  father 
in  cold  blood  and  made  me  an  orphan,  but  your 
hour  of  expiation  is  near  at  hand.” 

He  lifted  the  Indian’s  head  from  the  floor,  and 
then  dashed  it  forcibly  down  again.  Neoska  yell¬ 
ed  with  pain.  Again  and  again,  and  with  great¬ 
ly  increased  force  did  Kit  repeat  the  act,  and 
then  desisted.  His  red  foe  was  insensible.  The 
firing  had  ceased,  and  Kit  looked  around  to  see 
what  the  result  of  the  battle  had  been.  The  out¬ 
laws  were  all  down  on  the  floor,  either  dead  or 
wounded.  Of  his  own  men  only  one  remained 
alive,  and  in  answer  to  the  young  scout’s  ques¬ 
tioning  glance,  he  merely  pointed  to  his  right 
shoulder,  from  which  the  blood  was  flowing.  The 
bone  was  shattered,  and  the  brave  man  was  suf¬ 
fering  intensely.  It  was  a  victory,  but  it  had 
been  most  dearly  purchased.  Taking  a  strong 
cord  from  his  pocket,  the  young  leader  bound 
Neoska  in  a  Secure  manner;  then  he  turned  to 
attend  to  his  wounded  follower. 

“Stop  her!”  said  the  plucky  fighter,  and  point¬ 
ed  to  the  door,  through  which  Mother  Brown 
was  trying  to  sneak.  “She  must  tell  us  what 
has  become  of  the  girl,  for  it’s  certain  that  Bree 
was  here.” 

Like  a  panther  Kit  bounded  upon  the  dame, 
caught  her  by  the  arm  and  threw  her  on  the  floor. 

“Woman — the  truth!”  he  cried.  “Tell  me  what 
has  become  of  the  girl,  or,  by  the  God  who  made 
me,  I’ll  put  a  bullet  through  your  heart!” 


CHAPTER  XIV.— “She’ll  Be  a  Dead  Girl  Before 
I’m  a  Dead  Man!” 

Red  Mike,  the  outlaw  leader,  was  very  seri¬ 
ously  wounded,  so  seriously,  indeed,  that  it  was 
very  doubtful  whether  he  would  ever  recover.  He 
had  been  taken  into  the  tavern  a  moment  after 
Florence  Lent  sent  him  wounded  and  bleeding  to 
the  earth,  and  laid  on  a  bed.  One  of  his  men, 
who  had  quite  an  extensive  surgical  practice, 
took  charge  of  him. 

“Well,  Gibbs,”  asked  the  leader,  “how  is  it  with 
me?” 

“Well,  I  don’t  know/’  evasively  said  Gibbs. 

“Oh,  curse  it,  man!”  snapped  Mike  roughly, 
“don’t  trifle  with  me.  I  can  bear  the  truth;  what 
are  my  square  chances?” 

“Even  up.” 

“Curse  that  girl!”  muttered  the  scarlet-faced 
chieftain.  “To  think  that  she  should  lay  me  low 
after  I’ve  met  and  whipped  some  of  the  toughest 
men  in  this  land.  Gibbs.” 

“Yes.” 

“What  is  that  confounded  racket  in  the  road?” 

The  man  stepped  to  the  window  that  looked 
out  on  the  road.  He  was  just  in  time  to  see  the 
troops,  under  Kit  and  Brent,  dash  up  to  the  spot, 
and  pour  in  their  first  volley.  He  stood  there 
and  reported  from  time  to  time  what  was  going 
on  in  the  road,  meanwhile  attending  to  his  pa¬ 
tient.  When  Darn  ley  Bree  effected  his  clever 
escape,  carrying  off  the  girl  in  his  arms,  Mike  was 
immediately  acquainted  with  the  fact. 

“Gone,  and  taken  that  girl  away  with  him?” 
cried  Red  Mike.  “Why,  that  girl  was  my  prop¬ 


erty.  Thunder!  Is  there  no  more  honor  among 
thieves?  I’ll  have  her  back,  Gibbs.” 

“Yes.” 

“We  are  blocked  in?” 

“Yes;  the  boys  are  all  below,  and  the  troops 
and  settlers  are  hiding  behind  the  outhouses.” 

“Then  the  boys,  or  some  of  them,  must  risk 
everything  to  get  away  on  the  track  of  that 
treacherous  cuss.  He  is  going  to  Mother  Brown’s 
ranch,  and  he  must  be  overhauled  and  that  girl 
taken  from  him.” 

“How*  many  shall  go?” 

“Qh,  a  dozen  will  do,  for  he’ll  not  dare  to  fight. 
His  men  are  few  enough  now,  and  these  people 
outside  are  after  him  sharply,  too.” 

The  result  of  this  was  that  a  dozen  of  Red 
Mike’s  men  quietly  sneaked  out  of  the  tavern  by 
a  rear  exit  and  endeavored  to  steal  away  without 
being  seen  by  the  sharpshooters  that  lurked  be¬ 
hind  the  outhouses.  It  was  a  vain  hope  for  some 
of  them.  Nearly  half  of  them  had  gained  the 
cover  of  a  small  patch  of  woods  when  the  rifle¬ 
men  spotted  them  and  fired.  Three  of  them 
dropped  instantly,  never  to  rise  again;  a  fourth 
was  shot  in  the  leg,  and  only  pluckily  hopped 
back  to  the  tavern.  The  rest  got  safely  away  to 
the  grove,  where  a  numuber  of  the  horses  belong¬ 
ing  to  the  band  had  taken  refuge.  In  a  moment 
they  were  mounted  and  away,  taking  a  circuit¬ 
ous  route  that  did  not  lead  them  to  the  road  until 
they  were  out  of  gunshot  from  the  concealed 
marksmen. 

Insane  as  she  was,  Florence  Lent  very  evi¬ 
dently  had  one  idea  in  view  when  she  rushed  from 
Mother  Brown’s  cabin  into  the  woods.  She  had 
not  gone  more  than  five  hundred  yards  through 
the  woods  when  she  met  a  negro,  employed  as  a 
hostler  by  Mother  Brown.  With  a  wild  shriek, 
an  irresistible  rush,  she  was  upon  him.  The 
darby  tried  to  dodge  her,  but  she  was  too  quick 
for  him.  She  thrust  the  knife  fairly  into  his 
heart.  He  fell. 

She  leaped  over  the  prostrate  dead  darky  and 
rushed  on.  She  was  a  fleet  runner,  but  the  trees 
and  bushes  caught  at  her  dress  and  retarded  her 
progress.  Crash!  crash!  after  her  came  Darn- 
ley  Bree  and  his  men.  When  they  reached  the 
spot  where  the  dead  negro  lay  they  stopped  for 
an  instant,  expecting  to  see  the  girl  somewhere 
in  the  vicinity. 

“She’s  killed  the  nigger,  and  got  away,  too,” 
said  Bree.  “Hark!” 

They  listened  intently  and  heard  the  sounds 
made  by  Florence  as  she  rushed  bn. 

“Straight  ahead!”  cried  Bree.  “And  reimsisber- 
the  reward  to  the  unan  that  places  her  in  mv 
hands.”  J 

Spurred  on  by  this  inducement,  the  men  rush¬ 
ed  after  the  girl.  In  ten  or  fifteen  minutes’  time 
they  came  within  sight  of  her.  She  heard  them 
and  turned  like  a  stag  at  bay.  The  blood-stained 
knife  was  still  in  her  hand. 

“Aha!”  she  screamed,  flourishing  the  weapon 
above  her  head,  her  eyes,  wild  and'  glaring  fixed 
on  the  men  as  they  advanced.  “Blood— blood* 
more  blood!” 

She  1  airly  shrieked  out  the  last  word,  and  then 
rushed  upon  her  foes,  not  waiting  for  them  to 
attack  her.  So  sudden  was  the  onset  that  they 
did  not  have  time  to  scatter.  Tins  fVvreino®*  aru*- 
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struck  at  her  with  his  fist.  She  evaded  the  blow 
with  a  movement  that  was  as  quick  as  thought, 
and  stabbed  at  him  in  return.  The  knife  was 
sheathed  in  his  bosom,  and  she  tried  to  withdraw 
it,  with  tire  probable  idea  of  striking  at  the  oth¬ 
ers,  but  Darnley  Bree,  who  had  very  discreetly 
w  aited  for  her  attention  to  be  directed  elsewhere, 
very  promptly  caught  her  in  his  arms,  pinning 
her  arms  to  her  side.  The  others  caught  her  at 
the  same  time;  she  struggled  desperately,  but 
was  powerless  in  their  grasp.  The  knife  was 
taken  from  her. 

“Now,  lively,”  cried  Bree.  “Tie  her  up  as  se¬ 
curely  as  you  can,  and  then  we  will  take  turns  in 
carrying  her  back  to  the  house.  Pick  poor  Jim 

up.” 

They  bound  the  insane  creature  with  cords, 
hand  and  foot,  and  Bree  flung  her  over  his  shoul¬ 
der  like  a  bundle  of  rags. 

-  “Back  to  the  house,”  he  said,  and  they  started. 

They  had  not  been  walking  for  more  than  ten 
minutes,  Bree  carrying  Florence,  and  two  of  the 
men  carrying  their  wounded  comrade,  when  a 
small  troop  of  horsemen  came  thhrough  the 
woods.  As  soon  as  they  caught  sight  of  Bree 
and  his  men  the  leader  of  the  party,  which  vyas 
the  one  sent  out  by  Eed  Mike  to  recover  his  prize, 
sang  out: 

“Halt!” 

He  and  his  men  pulled  up,  and,  instinctively, 
Bree  and  his  followers  did  likewise. 

“What  do  you  want?”  he  asked. 

“Just  what  you’ve  got,”  was  the  reply  of  the 
leader.  “You  know  us.  We’re  Red  Mike’s  men, 
and  he’s  sent  us  after  that  gal.  He  won  her 
fairly  in  a  game  of  euchre,  and  you’ve  got  to  give 
her  up!” 

“And,”  snarled  Bree,  “suppose  I’ll  not  give  her 

up  ?  ” 

“Then,  according  to  orders,  we  must  take  her 
by  force.” 

“Then,”  said  Bree,  “if  it’s  to  be  war,  I’ll  open 

the  ball.”  ,  , 

.  With  a  swift,  practised  movement,  he  drew  his 
revolver  and  fired  upon  the  leader  of  the  mount¬ 
ed  men.  The  man  gave  a  loud  scream  and  fell 
%  from  the  saddle. 


CHAPTER  XV.— A  Spirited  Action. 

The  leader  of  Red  Mike’s  men  had  not  more 
fhan  reached  the  ground  ere  the  fire  was  return- 
~ followers.  They  all  dismounted,  and  a 
J  fierce  fight  ensued,  until  only  three  were  left  on 
f  each  side  who  were  not  dead  or  wounded.  Sud¬ 
denly  one  of  Red  Mike’s  men  thought  of  a  bold 
plan.  He  saw  the  cause  of  all  this  fight  lying 
^  on  the  ground — the  captive.  He  also  saw,  stand- 
1  ing  but  a  few  feet  distant  from  Florence,  the 
horse  on  which  he  had  traveled  to  this  spot.  Red 
Mike  had  sent  him  after  the  girl;  the  fight  had 
rome  down  to  the  matter  of  three  men  on  either 
*~idde,  and  he  and  his  two  companions  were  run- 
nine'  even  chances  of  following  thcr  dead  com¬ 
rades.  What  was  the  use  of  going  on  with  the-, 
figr.t  when  there  was  a  chance  of  carrying  off  the 

•  ,  /.« ?  , 

The  girl  was  totally  helpless,  being  securely 


bound,  and  without  any  trouble  the  quick-writted 
outlaw  ran  to  her  and  caught  her  up  from  the 
ground.  He  threw  her  limp  body  halfway  over 
the  saddle,  and  then  leaped  on  the  horse’s  back. 
And  just  at  that  instant  Daxmley  Bree  caught 
sight  of  him  and  set  up  a  yell.  Leaving  his  two 
remaining  men  to  battle  with  the  others,  he  ran 
across  the  greensward. 

“Drop  that  girl!”  he  cried,  and  then  made  a 
savage  slash  at  the  leg  of  the  rider,  with  the 
charitable  intention  of  ripping  it  from  the  thigh 
to  the  knee. 

But  the  mounted  man  threw  up  his  booted  foot 
with  a  rapid  motion,  and  very  cleverly  caromed 
on  the  knife  in  the  hands  of  the  chieftain  and 
then  on  the  latter’s  chin.  The  knife  flew'  off 
through  thin  air,  and  Darnley  Bree  rolled  pros¬ 
trate  on  the  ground.  And  then  the  clever  outlaw 
yelled  to  his  friends: 

“Cut  it,  boys!  I’ve  got  the  gal!  Jump  for  your 
nags!” 

They  saw  that  this  wras  the  truth,  and  lost  no 
time  in  carrying  out  the  suggestion  of  their 
mounted  pal.  Bree’s  two  men  were  too  much 
tired  out  to  interpose  any  very  strong  objections. 
They  were  both  wounded,  and  were  getting  the 
worst  of  what  had  come  to  be  a  double  duel  with 
knives.  Their  leader  lay  on  the  ground,  and  could 
not  see  what  w'as  going  on,  so  they  discreetly 
stood  by  and  did  nothing. 

“Lively,  boys!”  cried  the  man  who  had  Florence. 
“I  think  I  hear  footsteps  in  the  woods.  Up  and 
away  just  as  quick  as  jou  can!” 

In  a  moment  they  mounted  on  the  only  twro 
sound  horses  remaining,  and  led  on  by  their 
tricky  comrade,  they  dashed  away  with  the  prize. 

Mother  Brown  was  thoroughly  scared  when 
young  Kit  threw'  her  on  the  floor  and  pointed  a 
revolver  straight  at  her  heart.  The  young  fel¬ 
low  looked  desperate,  and  she  didn’t  care  about 
trifling  with  him,  so  she  sputtered  out: 

“She’s  gone.” 

“Where?” 

“In  the  woods.” 

“How  long  since?” 

“Ten  or  fifteen  minutes  ago.  She  stabbed  the 
men.  She’s  mad.” 

“Mad?” 

“Crazy!  Look,  she  tore  my  throat.  Bree  and 
the  rest  of  ’em’s  after  her,  and  they  all  swear 
that - ” 

“Hark!”  cried  Kit’s  sole  remaining  comrade, 
holding  up  his  hand.  “Pistol  shots  in  the  woods.” 

“They’re  murdering  her!”  cried  Kit,  as  he  heard 
shot  after  shot  ring  out  a  mile  away.  “I’m  go¬ 
ing  there;  you’re  not  fit  to  travel,  so  hide  your¬ 
self,  and  if  I’m  not  back  in  an  hour  you  must  try 
to  get  some  place  where  you  can  have  decent 
care.  Wait  a  minute.” 

With  a  dexterousness  that  comes  of  long 
though  rude  practice,  the  young  scout  bandaged 
the  wounded  shoulder  of  his  plucky  friend,  w'ho 
at  once  took  himself  off.  Kit  picked  Neoska  up 
and  carried  the  still  insensible  redskin  outside. 
Neoska  was  tied  in  a  manner  that  was  satisfac¬ 
tory,  and  Kit  concluded  to  hide  his  red  prisoner 
away  in  the  woods,  and  come  back  after  him 
when  opportunity  offered.  He  found  a  suitable 
spot,  saw'  that  the  knotted  cords  were  strong. 
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and  then  placed  his  prize  therein.  It  was  a  hol¬ 
low  in  the  ground,  and  after  placing  his  captive 
in  it  the  young  scout  covered  him  over  very 
thickly  with  bushes  and  leaves. 

“There,  murderer,”  he  said,  “lie  there  until  I 
come  for  you.  From  here  you  go  to  trial,  and 
from  trial  you  go  to  the  gallows.” 

Then  he  drew  his  belt  tight  and  ran  swiftly 
through  the  woods  in  the  direction  from  which 
the  sound  of  firing  had  come.  The  firing  had 
long  since  ceased,  but  he  knew  his  course,  and 
was  running  straight  toward  the  scene  of  the 
action  when  he  was  brought  to  a  sudden  halt. 
“Kit!” 

A  voice,  husky  and  strong,  called  out.  The 
young  army  scout,  however,  had  quick  ears,  and 
when  he  heard  his  name  called  he  came  to  a  stop 
instantly.  From  a  cluster  of  bushes  a  man, 
ghastly,  cut  and  bleeding,  was  creeping  toward 
him. 


CHAPTER  XVI. — The  Deserter. 

Kit  looked  at  the  man  with  considerable  sur¬ 
prise.  The  poor  fellow  was  unable  to  walk,  and 
was  forced  to  crawl  on  all  fours  like  a  dog.  Be¬ 
fore  he  could  reach  the  young  man,  the  blood¬ 
stained  wretch  rolled  over  on  his  back,  unable  to 
crawl  even.  Kit  ran  to  him;  the  man  had  not 
fainted,  but  had  become  too  weak  to  walk. 

“Water!”  he  gasped. 

“Fve  none,”  said  Kit. 

“Whisky,  then!” 

“That  you  shall  have,”  replied  the  young  scout. 
“You  know  me,  and  I  know  your  face,  but  I  can¬ 
not  recall  you  now.” 

“Tom  Jenkins,”  murmured  the  other,  placing 
the  flask  of  whisky  to  his  lips  and  taking  a  very 
long  drink. 

“Tom  Jenkins,  that  deserted  from  Fort  Riley 
last  summer?” 

“Yes.” 

“You  don’t  say!”  cried  Kit.  “And  what  brings 
you  here  and  in  such  an  awful  condition?” 

“1  deserted  to  join  Red  Mike’s  band  of  out¬ 
laws.” 

“Then  I’rn  not  going  to  waste  any  more  valu¬ 
able  time  on  such  a  rascal  as  you,”  said  Kit. 

And  with  the  words  he  started  away  from  the 
spot. 

“Hold  on!”  cried  the  deserter. 

“What  for?” 

“I  can  tell  you  more  than  you  can  find  out 
yourself.  You  are  after  the  girl?” 

“Yes,”  said  Kit,  and  he  walked  back  to  the 
man. 

“Then  I  can  put  you  on  the  right  track,”  said 
Jenkins.  “Young  Kit,  I’m  a  goner.  I've  got  to 
die  in  less  than  three  hours;  I  know  it.  Give  me 
that  whisky  bottle  so  as  to  let  me  get  drunk 
and  die  without  knowing  it,  and  you  can  get  in¬ 
formation  that  will  save  the  girl’s  life.” 

Kit  didn't  hesitate  a  moment;  he  handed  over 
the  whisky. 

“Well,”  said  the  ex-soldier,  “Red  Mike  and  his 
band  are  at  that  tavern  back  on  the  road,  and  not 
Damley  Bree  and  his  men,  as  you  supposed.  Bree 
ran  away  with  the  prize,  as  you  know;  Mike, 
knowing  he  had  to  die,  swore  that  he  would  kill 
the  girl  before  he  pegged  out;  he  sent  out  a  dozen 


of  the  boys;  we  met  Bree  and  some  of  his  men 
in  these  woods,  and  fought  for  the  girl;  I  guess 
I’m  about  the  only  one  that’s  living  with  the  ex¬ 
ception  of  the  man  who  carried  off  the  prize.” 

“And  who  is  he?”  excitedly  asked  the  young 
scout. 

“One  of  Red  Mike’s  men.  He  got  away  on  a 
horse,  carrying  the  bound  captive  with  him.” 

“And  how  long  has  Red  Mike  to  live?” 

“Our  doctor  told  him  that  he  must  die  at  sun¬ 
set.” 

“And  the  sun  is  not  much  more  than  an  hour 
high,”  shouted  the  young  scout.  “My  God!  how 
can  I  save  her?  I  have  no  horse  left,  and  that 
villain  is  already  a  mile  or  two  on  his  way.” 

“Not  more  than  a  mile,”  said  the  dying  sol¬ 
dier.  “By  trying  to  get  a  horse  you  would  lose 
valuable  time.  You  are  called  the  fleetest  runner 
all  about  these  parts.  The  distance  is  a  good 
ten  miles  by  road,  and  not  more  than  six  or  - 
seven  miles  ’cross  lots.  The  chap  that’s  got  the 
girl  is  mounted  on  a  tired  horse,  and  with  a 
double  load  he  can’t  be  expected  to  make  extra 
good  time.  Why  not  run  your  level  best,  and 
try  to  cut  him  off  this  side  of  the  tavern?” 

“I  will!”  cried  Kit. 

He  gave  his  belt  an  extra  pull  and  bounded 
away. 

He  had  a  run  of  between  six  and  seven  miles 
to  accomplish,  through  patches  of  woodland,  over  - 
various  little  streams,  through  valleys,  and  up 
hill  and  down.  But,  as  has  been  stated,  he  -was 
an  excellent  runner,  and  his  reservoir  of  wind  was 
good  for  double  that  distance.  In  a  short  time 
he  was  clear  of  the  forest,  and  was  running  over 
a  stretch  of  rolling  country.  Mile  after  mile  flew 
past;  he  was  making  excellent  time,  and  had  very 
high  hopes  of  being  able  to  reach  the  tavern  be¬ 
fore  Red  Mike’s  men  got  there  with  Florence. 

He  was  on  his  last  mile  when  his  course  led  him 
across  the  regular  road.  He  burst  from  a  wood 
patch  and  came  within  view  of  the  tavern. 

“Curse  the  luck!” 

The  exclamation  escaped  him  as  he  saw  a 
mounted  man  with  a  motionless  form  in  his  arms,  * 
ride  boldly  across  the  space  from  the  woods  to 
the  rear  door  of  the  tavern  and  dart  inside  the 
door.  On  dashed  Kit.  He  glanced  up  at  the  de¬ 
clining  sun.  It  was  not  more  than  about  fifteen 
minutes  high.  Death  was  approaching  for  Red 
Mike,  and  Florence  Lent  was  now  in  the  villain’s 
power.  With  a  thunderous  dash  young  Kit 
bounded  to  the  spot  where  Brent  and  the  men  ' 
were  clustered  behind  the  outhouses. 

The  boy  s  back!  shouted  Brent,  very  much 
delighted. 

The  men  were  setting  up  a  cheer,  DuTuie  ex¬ 
cited  young  leader  held  up  his  hand. 

“Silence,”  he  roared.  “There’s  no  time  for  talk 
now.  The  girl’s  life  is  not  good  for  twenty  min¬ 
utes.  She  is  in  that  house,  and  to  rescue  her  we 
must  carry  the  tavern  by  storm,  and  I  mean  to  * ' 
do  it.  Look  well  to  your  weapons.  Ready!  Fol¬ 
low  your  leader!  Charge!” 


,  CHAPTER  XVII. — Saved  from  Red  Mike. 

His  men  followed  the  intrepid  young  leader 
with  a  wall.  Clutching  either  saber,  or  else  a% 
rifle,  they  followed  him  across  the  road  toward 
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lv  btavern.  Brent,  of  course,  ran  by  the  side  of 
Uie  young  scout.  An  immense  stone  lay  in  the 
road,  a  small  rock  that  weighed  fully  a  hundred 
pounds.  Scarcely  pausing  in  his  rapid  rush,  the 
giant  caught  the  stone  up  from  its  resting  place. 
When  about  six  feet  distant  from  the  door  the 
giant  cast  the  stone  with  all  his  strength. 

It  struck  the  door  with  tremendous  impetus, 
and  sent  it  crashing  inward  with  irresistible  force. 
Hinges,  bolts  and  bars  alike  had  to  yield  to  this 
catapult,  and  the  road  was  open  to  the  attacking 
party.  The  outlaws  stood  revealed.  On  rushed 
Kit  and  his  men,  and  passed  through  the  broken 
portal  with  a  wild  cheer.  Kit  glanced  all  around 
the  room,  but  did  not  see  anything  of  Red  Mike 
or  Florence.  With  a  swift  motion  he  bounded  on 
one  of  the  outlaws.  He  struck  a  revolver  from 
the  fellow’s  hand  with  one  powerful  blow,  and 
then  caught  him  by  the  throat,  for  now  his  blood 
was  up,  and  he  could  fight  like  fury.  He  squeez¬ 
ed  the  throat  of  the  poor  fellow  until  the  latter’s 
eyes  fairly  bulged  from  their  sockets. 

“One chance  for  your  life!”  cried  Kit.  “Answer 
me  and  I’ll  give  you  another  chance  for  your  mis¬ 
erable  life.  Where  is  Red  Mike  at  the  present 
moment?” 

“He  is  in  the  first  right-hand  room  at  the  top 
of  the  stairs,  right  in  the  front  of  the  house.” 

Kit  released  the  fellow  instantly  and  bounded 
away.  The  door  immediately  behind  the  bar 
was  open,  and  the  young  scout  saw  stairs  beyond. 
In  a  moment  he  sprang  through  the  doorway,  and 
was  up  the  stairs  in  a  twinkling.  He  kept  his 
eyes  about  him,  and  spotted  the  door  of  the 
room  that  the  outlaw  had  mentioned  as  the  one 
occupied  by  Red  Mike. 

With  a  fully  loaded  revolver  in  his  hand  he 
sprang  forward.  The  door  of  the  room  was 
closed,  and  Kit  did  not  wait  to  see  whether  it 
was  locked  or  not.  He  crashed  up  against  it 
with  tremendous  force,  and  it  flew  from  its 
hinges.  Propped  up  in  the  bed  reclined  the  out¬ 
law  chief;  Red  Mike  held  in  his  hand  a  pistol 
which  was  shaking  nervously.  The  pistol  in  his 
trembling  hand  was  pointing  straight  toward 
.  Florence  Lent’s  heart,  and  the  girl,  still  bound  and 
helpless,  was  held  up  against  the  wall  by  Gibbs, 
the  doctor  of  the  band.  Red  Mike  was  dying, 
but  he  was ‘in  the  act  of  committing  a  murder  be¬ 
fore  he  died. 

This  scene  Kit  took  in  with  one  comprehensive 
glance,  and  then  he  acted  promptly.  He  drew  a 
bead  on  Red  Mike.  Gibbs  was  startled,  and  was 
about  releasing  Florence  when  the  young 
man  fired.  The  well-aimed  bullet  sped  through 
Red  Mike’s  brain,  and  just  as  the  sun  dipped  be¬ 
low  the  line  of  a  not  very  distant  hill  the  scarlet¬ 
faced  outlaw  expired.  Gibbs  dropped  Florence, 
who  rolled  helplessly  to  the  floor  and  turned  on 
Kit.  The  latter,  however,  was  too  ready  for  him 
by  half.  He  took  a  swift  aim,  pulled  the  trigger, 
and  sent  a  bullet  through  the  doctor  in  a  jiffy. 
He  ran  to  Florence;  the  girl  lay  on  her  back  and 
laughed  up  at  him  in  a  wild  manner  when  he  bent 
over  her  prostrate  form. 

A  chilly,  nasty  feeling  stole  over  the  young 
scout  as  he  realized  that  she  was  insane,  and  not 
foolishly  so,  but  a  dangerous,  raving  maniac. 

“Don’t  you  know  me?”  he  said  very  softly, 
bending  over  and  gazing  down  into  her  dark  eyes. 


“Know  you?”  she  cried,  in  a  fierce,  hateful 
tone.  “Of  course  I  know  you.” 

And  then  she  gave  a  bloodcurdling  laugh. 

Kit  sighed. 

“Poor  thing!”  he  murmured,  “she  is  danger¬ 
ously  insane,  and  I  dare  not  remove  her  bonds 
for  fear  that  she  might  injure  herself  or  some¬ 
body  else.  A  good  physician  may  save  her.  I’ll 
detail  a  couple  of  the  boys  to  take  her  home  just 
as  soon  as  possible.” 

The  pistols  were  still  cracking  away  in  the 
most  lively  style  below.  Kit  picked  up  a  quilt 
and  threw  it  over  Florence  as  she  lay  on  the 
floor,  with  the  idea  of  concealing  her  from  chance 
observation.  Then  he  ran  out  of  the  room  and 
down  the  stairs.  His  men  were  victorious,  and 
though  the  fight  was  still  going  on,  it  was  a  gone 
case  for  the  outlaws. 

“One  more  dash  and  we  finish  this  batch  up!” 
cried  Kit,  and  firing  his  revolver  at  the  nearest 
one,  he  dashed  among  the  rascals. 

With  a  cheer  his  men  followed,  and  in  a  few 
moments  the  conflict  was  at  an  end.  Half  a 
dozen  of  the  outlaws  threw  down  their  weapons 
and  threw  up  their  hands,  and,  much  against  his 
will,  Kit  had  to  make  them  prisoners.  There 
were  many  killed  on  both  sides,  and  many  wound¬ 
ed,  but  Kit’s  side  had  suffered  the  ^mailer  loss. 
He  took  possession  of  the  tavern,  and  turned  it 
into  a  half  and  half  prison  and  hospital,  with  the 
slightest  hurt  men  to  act  a$h  both  sentinels  and 
nurses.  Then  he  detailed  a  c«$uple  of  men  to  con¬ 
vey  Florence  Lent  back  to  her  father.  This  done, 
he  counted  noses,  and  to  his  great  satisfaction 
found  that  he  still  had  thirty  good  men  to  follow 
him.  He  had  a  good  meal  prepared,  and  fortified 
his  command  with  food  and  drink.  The  horses 
were  likewise  cared  for,  and  by  eight  o’clock  in 
the  evening  Kit’s  men  were  ready  to  follow  their 
leader. 


CHAPTER  XVIII.— Conclusion. 

The  clear  moonlight  was  shining  down  in  a 
bright,  ambient  flood  as  young  Kit  and  his  com¬ 
mand  rode  into  the  clearing  where  stood  the 
shanty  presided  over  by  Mother  Brown. 

“Halt!”  said  Kit 

Crack!  A  rifle  pealed  forth  its  shrill,  deadly 
note. 

“I’m  done  for!” 

The  words  leaped  from  the  lips  of  one  of  the 
mounted  men,  and  without  another  sound  he  fell 
from  the  saddle  to  the  ground,  dead.  The  rifle 
shot  had  come  from  the  cabin.  Within  the  hut 
all  was  as  dark  and  still  as  could  be. 

“What!”  cried  Kit.  “One  of  my  poor  fellows 
gone?  Then  the  rascals  see  us,  and  concealment 
is  no  longer  of  any  use.” 

“Lads,”  he  said,  “in  some  manner,  howT,  I  would 
not,  we  must  break  into  that  cabin.  Keep  close 
together,  as  solid  as  possible,  and  we  may  be  able 
to  knock  the  shanty  from  its  foundations.  Are 
you  ready  for  the  attempt?” 

“Ready!”  came  from  every  one  in  the  troop,  and 
Kit  could  hear  the  pistols  being  cocked  and  the 
sabers  being  drawn. 

He  turned  to  his  men. 

“Charge!” 

Like  a  bugle  note  the  command  rang  out.  For- 
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ward  went  Kit,  and  behind  him  came  his  gallant 
men.  Across  the  clearing  they  flew  like  an  ava¬ 
lanche.  They  fairly  crashed  up  against  the  side 
of  the  house,  making  it  shake,  but  it  stood  firm 
after  that,  and  defied  their  efforts.  Crack,  ciack. 
crack!  pealed  forth  the  weapons  of  the  inmates. 
Darnley  Bree  was  there,  and  with  him  the  re¬ 
united  remnants  of  his  scattered  band.  One  of 
Kit’s  men,  not  a  soldier,  but  a  civilian,  thought 
he  knew  a  very  much  better  way  of  fighting  than 
with  pistols  and  knives  when  the  enemy  occupied 
a  fortress.  He  left  the  others  popping  away  and 
banging  at  the  door,  and  made  good  time  toward 
the  stable  attached  to  the  cabin. 

In  a  few  minutes  after  that  the  air  was  sud¬ 
denly  lighted  up  with  something  brighter  than 
the  pale  moonlight.  A  blazing  substance  flew 
through  the  air.  It  came  from  the  stable,  and 
after  describing  a  fiery  arch  it  fell  on  the  roof 
of  the  shanty.  The  inventive  civilian  had  drop¬ 
ped  paper,  hay  and  whatever  other  inflammable 
substances  he  could  find,  around  pieces  of  wood, 
and  had  set  them  on  fire.  A  half  dozen  of  these 
he  had  made  ready  in  a  very  few  minutes,  and 
setting' them  alight  one  after  another,  had  hurled 
them  through  the  air  with  such  nice  calculation 
and  aim  that  they  fell,  one  by  one,  out  on  the 
roof  of  the  hut.  Reserving  the  last  one,  he 
caught  it  up  in  his  hand  and  rushed  toward  the 
house  with  it.  The  windows,  the  only  weak  points 
in  the  structure,  had  been  broken  for  some  min¬ 
utes.  The  civilian  made  a  straight  dive  for  a 
window. 

The  blazing  mass  of  combustible  matter  was 
flaming  around  his  head  as  he  rushed  forward. 
He  uttered  a  tremendous  yell,  and  as  he  reached 
the  window,  flung  the  primitive  torch  inside.  At 
the  same  instant  he  fell,  with  a  dozen  bullets  in 
his  body,  a  victim  to  his  own  recklessness.  The 
roof  began  to  blaze  and  crack  at  a  furious  rate. 
Inside,  likewise,  the  torch  had  started  a  fire.  It 
had  landed  fairly  on  the  rude  bed  where  Florence 
Lent  had  lain  that  day,  and  had  set  the  clothes 
ablaze  in  an  instant.  Fire  above  them!  Fire  m 
the  room  with  them!  The  case  looked  desperate, 
indeed,  for  the  outlaws. 

“Fall  back,  my  men!”  cried  young  Kit.  “There 
is  no  need  of  risking  a  life.  They  are  now  in 
our  power,  and  must  either  die  by  fire  or  else 
fall  into  our  hands.” 

He  led  his  men  back  to  the  edge  of  the  clear¬ 
ing,  where  they  would  not  be  exposed  to  the  des¬ 
perate  fire  of  the  outlaws.  Higher  shot  the 
flames,  and  the  roof  of  the  cabin  began  to  hump 
upward,  preparatory  to  crashing  down  upon  the 
inmates  of  the  room  below. 

“Now,”  cried  Brent,  “look  out  for  danger.  Some¬ 
thing  must  happen  now.  They  must  either  come 
out  of  that,  or  else  they  will  burn.” 

He  was  right.  With  a  tremendous  rush  Darn- 
ley  Bree,  followed  by  about  fifteen  men,  the  last 
of  his  once-famous  and  formidable  band,  dashed 
out  of  the  blazing  hut,  and  tried  hard  to  cut 
around  the  building  and  get  away  to  the  woods  at 
the  back. 

“After  them!”  yelled  Kit.  “Don’t  let  a  man 
escape;  remember  that  Darnley  Bree  is  mine.” 

With  a  hoarse  yell  the  men  dashed  after  their 
tyoung  leader.  They  caught  the  outlaws  before 
the  woods  were  reached,  and  poured  in  a  scat¬ 
tering  volley  that  proved  very  destructive.  Then 


they  were  upon  the  remaining  ones  of  the  once 
celebrated  outlaw  band;  these  latter  fought  in  the 
most  desperate  style,  more  like  tigers  than  lixe 
men.  Kit  had  eyes  for  one,  and  that  one  was 
Darnley  Bree.  He  leaped  upon  him,  caught  him 
by  the'  throat,  and  dashed  him  to  the  ground. 
Brent  leaped  to  his  young  friend’s  side,  and  to¬ 
gether  they  bound  the  human  fiend  in  the  most 
secure  manner  hand  and  foot. 

“Now  I  have  got  you  for  your  crime  of  twenty 
years  ago!”  exclaimed  Kit,  looking  down  upon 
Darnley  Bree. 

“My  crime  of  twenty  years  ago!”  cried  the  as¬ 
tonished  rascal.  “What  do  you  mean  by  that  I. 
Are  you  not  the  real  son  of  Kit  Carson?” 

“No,”  was  the  reply.  “I  am  Kit  Carson’s  Kit 
by  adoption  only.  I  really  am  the  son  of  Robert 
Searle,  and  you,  with  Neoska,  murdered  my  par¬ 
ents  nearly  twenty  years  ago.  I  swore  to  old 
Kit  that  I’d  hand  you  both  over  to  the  law,  and 
now  I  shall  keep  my  oath!” 

He  turned  away  and  left  Bree  gnashing'  hi* 
.teeth,  while  he  brought  in  Neoska.  The  fight 
was  over,  and  the  last  of  the  outlaws  dead.  The 
war  of  extermination  was  over,  and  victory  had 
perched  on  the  banner  of  Kit  Carson’s  Kit. 

It  was  the  following  afternoon  when  Kit  and 
his  victorious  men  rode  into  Fort  Riley  and  hand¬ 
ed  over  the  very  few  prisoners  they  had  brought 
home,  and  gave  an  account  of  their  triumph.  The 
young  army  scout  at  once  made  his  charge 
against  Neoska  and  Darnley  Bree,  accusing  them 
of  the  murder  of  his  father  and  mother.  They 
were  tried  by  jury,  and  the  sworn  testimony  of 
Brent,  the  only  living  witness,  was  sufficient  to 
fasten  upon  them  the  guilt  of  the  crime,  and  they 
were  condemned  to  death. 

Florence  Lent,  restored  to  her  fathers  home, 
was  operated  upon  by  a  most  expert  surgeon,  who 
took  a  piece  of  bone  from  the  girl’s  head  and 
brought  her  back  to  reason,  when  she  joined  with 
her  father  in  thanking  the  young  scout  for  his 
gallant  services.  But  the  latter  was  not  entirely 
satisfied  with  thanks;  he  wooed,  most  ardently, 
and  on  the  very  day  that  witnessed  the  execu¬ 
tion  of  the  red  and  white  murderers  of  his  par¬ 
ents,  he  led  the  happy  Florence  to  the  altar  and 
made  her  his  bride.  At  Fort  Riley  he  is  still  to 
be  found,  with  his  happy  wife  and  his  friend 
Brent,  still  known  and  feared  at  Kit  Carson’s 
Kit,  the  Young  Army  Scout. 

Next  week’s  issue  will  contain  “BEYOND  THE 
AURORA;  or,  THE  SEARCH  FOR  THE  MAG¬ 
NET  MOUNTAIN.” 


OUR  NATIONAL  BONFIRE. 

Fires  in  the  United  States  in  five  years  have 
destroyed  property  worth  nearly  $1,500, 000, 000- 
Electricity  is  given  as  the  chief  cause  of  fires, 
with  “matches-smoking”  second;  defective  chim¬ 
neys  and  flues,  third;  stoves,  furnaces,  boilers  and 
pipes,  fourth;  spontaneous  combustion,  fifth: 
lightning,  sixth;  sparks  on  roofs,  seventh;  ana 
petroleum  an  dits  products,  eighth. 
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CURRENT  NEWS 


MUSKRATS  DESTROY  DAMS. 

Muskrats  digging  a  hole  in  a  dam  erected  in 
1801-1802  have  forced  the  Seeber  &  Chap  grist¬ 
mill  at  Adams,  N.  Y.,  to  close.  The  dam  had 
■withstood  the  ravages  of  time,  but  succumbed 
to  the  attacks  of  the  rats.  The  dam  was  built  by 
Daniel  Smith  for  a  grist-mill  which  superseded 
the  stump  mortars  of  the  earliest  settlers  at  Ad¬ 
ams,  which  was  then  known  as  Smith  Mills. 


THE  NAVAL  ACADEMY. 

The  students  of  the  Annapolis  Naval  Academy 
are  styled  midshipmen.  Five  midshipmen  are  al¬ 
lowed  to  each  Senator  and  Representative  and 
delegate  in  Congress,  and  five  for  the  Resident 
Commissioners  from  Porto  Rico,  five  for  the  Dis¬ 
trict  of  Columbia  and  15  for  the  country  at  large. 
It  is  the  custom  for  the  President  to  give  the  ap¬ 
pointments  at  large  to  the  sons  of  naval  and  army 
officers. 


A  JAPANESE  PILE-DRIVER. 

A  Japanese  pile-driver  consists  of  two  guide 
poles  supported  vertically  over  the  spot  where  the 
pile  is  to  be  driven.  Mounted  between  the  guide 
poles  is  the  hammer,  which  consists  of  a  heavy 
block  kept  between  the  guides  by  means  of  cross 
pieces  secured  to  it.  At  the  top  of  the  guide 
poles  are  two  pulleys  over  which  pass  ropes  at¬ 
tached  to  the  hammer  at  one  end  and  each  tied 
at  the  other  end  to  a  dozen  hand  ropes.  These 
are  seized  by  gangs  of  men  on  opposite  sides  of 
the  guide  poles  who  haul  the  weight  to  the  top 
of  the  pile-driver  and  then  let  it  drop  on  the  pile 
below. 


FLOWERS  IN  FOREIGN  LANGUAGES. 

Did  you  know  that  some  of  the  commonest  of 
our  garden  and  field  flowers  take  their  names 
from  foreign  languages?  By  finding  out  the 
meaning  of  these  words  we  see  the  fancied  re¬ 
semblance  suggested  in  the  names. 

Rhododendron  comes  from  the  word  rhodon 
which  means  “rose,”  and  dendron  which  means 
tree.  Thus  the  whole  word  means  rose  tree. 
Pansies'  were  named  from  the  French  word 
pensee,  meaning  “thought.”  Verbena  gets  its 
name  from  the  Latin  word  for  “twig,”  iris  from 
.the  Greek  word  for  “rainbow,”  and  aster  from 
the  Greek  word  for  “star.” 

Buttercups  received  their  name  because  people 
thought  that  cows  that  ate  them  gave  the  best 
milk  for  making  butter.  It  has  since  been  proved 
that  cows  do  not  eat  the  little  flowers  we  call 
“buttercups,”  but  the  name  is  so  pretty  that  we 
have  kept  it. 

Foxglove  comes  from  “folk’s  glove,”  which 
means  “fairy’s  glove,”  for  the  fairies  were  known 
•s  the  “good  folks.” 


UNCLE  SAM’S  THRIFT  CAMPAIGN. 

By  Dr.  Frank  Crane. 

The  strength  of  any  government  is  the  people 

behind  it. 

To  Improve  the  quality  of  the  citizens,  to  make 


them  braver,  more  industrious,  and  better  disci¬ 
plined  should  be  a  government’s  first  aim. 

This  is  more  important  even  than  to  raise  up 
vast  armies  and  build  navies,  for  the  best  de¬ 
fense  of  a  nation  is  the  character  of  its  people. 

One  of  the  good  results  of  the  war,  among 
many  distressful,  was  that  the  Liberty  bond  and 
war  stamp  campaigns  raised  up  a  horde  of  some 
twenty  million  investors  in  the  United  States. 

The  Government  is  continuing  this  good  work 
in  time  of  peace. 

On  the  first  of  January  the  Government  placed 
on  sale  a  $1  savings  stamp  and  a  $25  savings  cer¬ 
tificate. 

This  in  addition  to  the  present  denominations. 

The  Government  is  also  actively  urging  its  peo¬ 
ple,  even  the  poorest,  to  save  and  to  invest  in 
these  securities. 

The  fundamental  principle  of  sound  investment 
should  never  be  lost  sight  of.  It  is  that  the  less 
one  has  to  invest  the  more  he  should  look  for 
safety,  rather  than  high  interest. 

In  amounts  less  than  $1,000,  at  least,  there  is 
no  security  in  the  world  so  good  as  that  of  the 
Government. 

The  reason  is  simple.  If  the  Government  does 
not  pay  its  debts,  no  one  else  will  pay  his  debts. 

The  United  States  of  America,  the  richest  and 
most  prosperous  nation  on  the  globe,  offers  to 
borrow  of  its  citizens  their  money  in  any  sum 
from  25  cents  up  and  on  amounts  of  $5  and  over 
to  pay  4  per  cent,  interest  compounded  quarterly. 

Here  is  the  greatest  possible  inducement  to 
have  a  security  as  absolutely  safe  as  it  is  possible 
in  this  world,  good  interest,  and  your  money  back 
practically  when  you  want  it. 

Every  school  teacher  in  the  country  ought  to 
be  an  earnest  agent  of  the  Government,  urging 
the  children  to  save.  The  Government  has  pro¬ 
vided  booklets  for  this  purpose  and  will  co-oper¬ 
ate  with  the  teachers. 

Every  business  concern  should  bring  this  mat¬ 
ter  to  the  attention  of  the  work'ers. 

Nothing  makes  for  better  work,  more  efficient 
production,  a  better  spirit,  and  less  envy,  dis¬ 
satisfaction,  and  unrest  so  much  as  the  worker’s 
knowledge  that  he  has  a  little  sum  saved  up 
which  is  growing  bigger  every  week. 

Thrift  is  the  bedrock  of  national  prosperity. 

Thrift  it  is  that  insures  the  permanence  of  our 
institutions  and  respect  for  law  and  a  man’s 
right  to  what  he  has  earned. 

Bolshevism  and  anarchy  and  red  revolution 
cannot  grow  in  a  soil  of  thrift. 

The  habit  of  thrift  is  better  for  a  child,  in 
terms  of  contentment  and  security,  than  any  gifts 
or  graces. 

And  the  Government  needs  money.  What  bet¬ 
ter  creditor  is  there  from  whom  to  borrow  it  than 
its  own  people  ? 

We  need  patriotism  now  as  much  as  we  did  in 
war,  and  what  patriotism  could  be  more  intelli¬ 
gent  and  helpful  than  for  each  of  us,  as  it  lies 
in  his  power,  to  assist  the  Government  in  mak¬ 
ing  its  thrift  campaign  a  thumping  success? 

- BUY  W.  S.  S. - 
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The  Young  Mail  Carrier 

—OR — 

The  Dangers  Of  The  Postal  Road 

By  WILLIAM  WADE 


(A  SERIAL  STORY) 

CHAPTER  II. —  (Continued.) 

“I’ve  made  a  pillow  of  the  mail  pouches,  dad,” 
said  Tom,  “and  all  the  stuff  is  inside  of  them.  I 
don’t  think  that  anything  is  missing.” 

“Did  you  see  a  registered  package?” 

“No.” 

“Sure?” 

“Positive,  dad.” 

“Then  that  is  what  they  were  after,”  said  Har¬ 
vey  V/est.  “It  was  the  regular  semi-monthly 
package  for  the  paymaster  at  the  mine  and  it 
means  that  I  have  been  robbed  of  ten  thousand 
dollars.” 

“Did  you  see  any  of  the  robbers,  dad?” 

“No;  I  would  have  plugged  at  least  one  of 
them.” 

“I  heard  at  Little  Medicine  last  week  that  Dan 
Despard  and  his  gang  were  not  more  than  a 
hundred  miles  away.” 

“Then  they’re  the  ones  that  have  done  it,”  said 
Harvey  West,  and  then  he  groaned  with  pain  and 
became  unconscious. 

Very  sorrowfully,  Tom  West  paced  alongside 
Black  Dick  all  the  way  home  to  the  little  cottage 
in  Oil  Springs,  and  there  the  willing  hands  of 
neighbors  helped  him  to  unfasten  the  lasso  and 
lift  his  father,  w7ho  w^as  still  unconscious,  dowrn 
from  the  horse  and  into  the  house,  where  his 
mother,  a  woman  nearly  as  tall  as  her  husband, 
took  him  in  her  arms  and  laid  him  on  a  bed. 

Tom  told  his  -story  briefly  to  his  mother  and 
then  said  that  he  would  ride  fast  to  Silver  City, 
hurry  the  doctor  there  to  make  a  call  with  all 
possible  speed,  and  then  notify  the  people  at 
the  mine  of  the  robbery. 

“Yes,  Tom,”  said  his  mother,  “and  until  your 
father  recovers  from  his  injury  you  will  have  to 
carry  the  mails.” 

“I  can  do  it,  mother,”  said  the  boy,  and  then 
he  gathered  up  the  pouches  and  sprang  on  the 
back  of  Black  Dick. 

^he  gallant  horse  flew  over  the  ground,  and 
the  twenty  miles  that  lay  between  Oil  Springs 
and  Silver  City  were  covered  in  a  little  more 
than  an  hour  and  ten  minutes  after  his  arrival 
in  the  hustling  mining  town  Tom  had  started  the 
doctor  on  his  way  to  the  wTounded  man. 

Then  he  rode  to  the  post-office,  delivered  the 
open  pouches,  and  told  the  story  of  the  robbery, 
and  finally  dashed  up  to  the  office  of  the  pay¬ 
master  of  the  mine.  Donald  Cameron,  a  Scotch¬ 
man,  who  held  that  position,  was  at  once  in¬ 
formed  of  the  loss  of  the  registered  package, 
and  mounting  a  horse  he  rode  with  Tom  to  the 
office  of  thA  sheriff. 


Bill  Bossert,  the  plucky  sheriff,  listened  to 
Tom’s  story  in  silence,  and  then  questioned  the 
boy. 

“Your  dad  didn’t  see  any  of  them?” 

“No.” 

“Where  did  this  take  place?” 

“Do  you  know  the  three  oak  trees  that  they 
call  the  triplets?” 

“Yes.” 

“Well,  it  was  about  a  quarter  of  a  mile  from 
there,  at  a  place  where  the  trees  and  bushes 
grow  thickly  at  one  side  of  the  road,  and  on  the 
other  side  there’s  a  gulch  about  twenty  feet 
deep.” 

“I  know  the  spot,”  said  the  sheriff,  “and  I  also 
know  that  not  far  from  there  is  a  natural  road 
leading  up  among  the  buttes  where  Dan  Despard  “* 
used  to  hide  before  I  drove  him  out  of  this  sec¬ 
tion  of  the  country,  and  there’s  mighty  little 
doubt  in  my  mind  that  this  is  one  of  his  jobs.  I 
heard  that  he  was  working  back  this  way  from 
Montana,  and  now  I  feel  pretty  sure  that  he’s  ar¬ 
rived.  In  an  hour  from  now  I’ll  be  at  the  scene 
of  the  robbery  with  a  posse,  and  I’ll  never  let  up 
until  I’ve  either  got  him  or  driven  him  out  of 
my  bailiwick.” 

“I’ll  go  with  you,”  said  Cameron,  “and  I’ll  sup¬ 
ply  six  of  the  armed  mine  guards  to  help  make 
up  the  posse.  How  many  men  has  Despard  got?” 

“He  did  have  about  two  dozen.” 

•  “Then  we  must  have  no  less,”  said  the  paymas¬ 
ter  of  the  mine,  and  then  he  and  the  sheriff  went 
away  together  to  summon  volunteers. 

Tom  West  went  to  the  postoffice  and  left  word 
there  that  he  would  be  on  hand  the  next  morning 
at  the  usual  time  to  carry  the  mail  to  Little 
Medicine  in  accordance  wih  his  father’s  contract 
with  the  government,  and  then  he  turned  his 
horse’s  head  towards  home.  When  he  arrived 
there  he  was  astonished  to  see  his  father  sitting 
in  a  chair,  apparently  very  wreak  but  able  to  sit 
up. 

“There’s  nothing  dangerous  about  it,  Tom,” 
said  his  mother,  a  glad  light  in  her  eyes.  “The 
bullet  plowed  up  under  the  skin  and  flesh  over  w 
the  spinal  column,  and  when  the  doctor  removed 
it  half  of  the  trouble  went  with  it,  but  there  is  ' 
some  paralysis  left  and  the  doctor  says  that  it 
will  take  about  a  week  for  the  nerves  to  get  back 
to  their  usual  condition.” 

“Good  enough,”  said  Tom,  feeling  very  happy, 
“and  until  then  I’ll  be  the  boy  mail  carrier  on  this 

route.  I’m  going  to  start  in  to-morrow,  dad,  arid - 

will  run  it  until  you  are  around  and  about  again.” 

“There’ll  probably  be  danger  from  this  time 
on,”  warningly  said  his  father. 

“I  knowr  it,”  said  Tom,  “but  you  were  not  ex¬ 
pecting  trouble  after  going  along  peacefully  for  a  * 
month,  while  I  shall  be  on  the  lookout  for  it  all 
the  while  from  start  to  finish.” 

Ten  minutes  later  Sheriff  Bossert  and  his  posse 
thundered  through  Oil  Springs  on  their  way  to 
the  scene  of  the  robbery.  Tom  helped  his  mother 
around  the  house  and  went  early  to  bed,  so  as  to 
start  early  in  the  morning. 

Before  daylight  he  was  in  the  saddle.  c 


(To  be  continued) 
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THE  NEWS  IN  SHORT  ARTICLES 


START  ON  $1;  NOW  RICH. 

Oscar  and  Walter  Poppert.  twin  sons  of  Mr. 
and  Mrs  Henrv  Poppert.  of  Milwaukee,  Wis.,  had 
less  than  $1  between  them  when  they  left  home 
fifteen  years  ago  to  seek  their  fortunes.  They 
went  to  Alaska.  When  they  returned  home  the 
other  day  for  a  visit  they  said  they  owned  Alaska 
mining  property  worth  several  hundred  thousanc. 

dollars.  „  .  , 

They  will  go  back  to  Alaska  to  develop  their 

property.  It  is  on  Midnight  Creek,  just  opposite 
the  Guggenheim  claims.  The  men  earned  their 
grubstake  by  whaling  and  cattle  herding. 


HOW  A  BADGER  WORKS. 

During  the  daytime  the  badger  sleeps  deep  in 
bis  burrow,  far  out  on  our  Western  plains  and 
prairies  and  at  twilight  he  starts  forth  on  a 
.  night's  foraging.  He  is  a  dreaded  enemy  of  the 
prairie  dog  and  the  ground  squirrel;  and  when  he 
begins  to  excavate  for  one,  nothing  but  solid  rock 
or  death  can  stop  him.  With  the  long,  blunt  claws 
of  his  forefeet  he  loosens  up  the  dirt.  Dig!  dig! 
-  dig!  He  works  as  though  his  life  depended  on  it, 
now  scratching  out  the  sides  of  the  hole,  then 
turning  on  his  back  to  work  overhead.  At  fiist 
be  throws  the  dirt  out  between  his  hind  legs,  but 
soon  he  is  too  far  down  for  that,  so  he  banks  it 
up  back  of  him,  then  turns  about,  and  using  his 
chest  and  forward  parts  as  a  pusher,  shoves  it 
out  before  him.  He  works  with  such  iapidit> 
that  it  would  be  somewhat  difficult  for  a  man  to 
overtake  him  with  a  spade. 


COLORADO  LAUNCHED. 

The  Colorado,  sister  ship  of  the  Maryland,  the 
most  powerful  battleship  in  the  American  navy, 
.was  launched  at  the  yards  of  the  New  'iork  Ship¬ 
building  Corporation,  Camden,  N.  J. 

Assistant  Secretary  of  the  Navy  Theodore 
%  Roosevelt  made  his  first  official  appearance  at  a 
navy  launching,  delivering  a  speech  after  the  cere- 

*  monies.  Nineteen  thousand  workmen  cheered  the 
great  battleship  as  she  slid  down  the  ways,  after 
a  bottle  of  Colorado  mineral  water  had  been 

*  broken  over  her  bow  by  Mrs.  Ruth  Nicholson  Mel¬ 
ville,  daughter  of  United  States  Senator  Samuel 
D.  Nicholson,  of  Colorado. 

Assistant  Secretary  Roosevelt  said: 

‘*We  are  facing  a  critical  period  in  our  history. 
The  average  citizen  is  not  aware  of  the  danger 
which  confronts  America.  There  are  even  those 
who  are  taking  a  stand  against  our  navy,  and  they 
are  sincere  pacifists.  There  are  those  opposed  to 
•a  bigger  navy,  and  they  are  fools.  Both  are  in 
the  same  class  and  are  equally  deluded.  A  foo 
and  a  pacifist  are  the  same  thing.” 

Mr.  Roosevelt  was  asked  if  there  was  any  sig* 
'rjficar.ee  in  ships  of  the  Atlantic  fleet  being  trans¬ 
ferred  to  the  Pacific,  and  he  answered  “No.  ’ 

The  Colorado  is  the  largest  ship  ever  built  in 
the  Delaware  River,  624  feet  long,  with  a  dis¬ 
placement  of  33,600  tons.  She  will  be  driven  by 
four  electric  motors  developing  28,000  horse¬ 
power.  She  will  carry  eight  sixteen-inch  guns. 
Her  complex'  —  *■  ~4n  1  44f*  men. 


NEW  YORK’S  GARNET  MINES. 

The  principal  garnet  mines  in  the  United  States 
are  in  Warren  and  Essex  Counties,  in  the  eastern 
Adirondacks  in  northeastern  New  York.  These 
mines  all  lie  within  six  or  eight  miles  of  the  vil¬ 
lage  of  North  Creek,  the  terminus  of  a  branch  of 
the  Delaware  and  Hudson.  The  country  rock  is 
entirely  pre-Cambrian,  consisting  of  igneous  rock, 
together  with  metamorphosed  sediments.  The 
three  mines  being  worked  at  present  are  the 
Rogers,  Sanders  Bros,  and  the  Hooper.  At  the 
Rogers  mine  the  size  of  the  garnets  is  of  unusual 
interest,  says  the  Engineering  and  Mining  Jour¬ 
nal.  The  matrix  is  a  gray  medium-grained  non- 
quartziferous  gneiss,  through  which  the  numer¬ 
ous,  translucent,  reddish-brown  garnets  are  well 
scattered.  Those  with  diameters  up  to  5  or  6 
inches  are  common  and  the  largest  taken  out  are 
said  to  be  the  size  of  a  bushel  basket.  The  re¬ 
markable  feature  is  the  never-failing  occurrence 
of  a  rim  or  envelope  o£  pure  black,  medium¬ 
grained  hornblende  crystals  completely  sur¬ 
rounded  by  the  black  hornblende  rims,  which  are 
in  turn  embedded  in  the  grav  gneiss,  present  a 
striking  appearance  in  the  walls  of  the  mine  pits. 
The  garnet-bearing  rock  is  fully  three-quarters  of 
a  mile  long. 
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PLUCK  AND  LUCK 


A  FEARFUL  SACRIFICE 


BY  PAUL  BRADDON. 


It  was  during  the  exterminating  warfare  which 
characterized  the  invasion  of  Spain  by  the  French 
that  a  small  body  of  cuirassiers,  detached  from 
the  main  division,  had  halted  for  the  night  at  a 
village  called  Figniereras. 

The  appearance  of  this  company  was  to  the 
poor  inhabitants  a  source  of  disagreeable  antici¬ 
pations,  actuated  as  they  were  by  natural  anti¬ 
pathy  to  a  domineering  foe,  and  by  anxiety  for 
the  little  property  acquired  by  the  toil  of  congre¬ 
gated  years. 

“What  ho!”  cried  the  leader  of  the  soldiery,  as 
he  stopped  before  the  gat«  of  the  monastery,  the 
only  house  in  the  hamlet  that  appeared  capable  of 
rendering  any  tolerable  accommodation.  “Open 
your  doors,  or,  by  my  valiant  sovereign,  all  your 
Aves  will  not  profit  you!” 

And  as  he  spoko  he  struck  the  portal  with  his 
sword,  as  if  to  prove  his  threats  would  speedily 
be  enforced  if  a  ready  acquiescence  were  not  ac¬ 
corded  to  his  mandates. 

There  was  a  sPence  for  a  time,  as  though  the 
inmates  were  deliberating  on  what  course  to  pur- 
use;  and  then  the  figure  of  an  aged  man  became 
apparent,  as  .with  trembling  hands  he  loosened 
the  fastenings  which  secured  the  dwelling*  He 
bore  a  torch,  whose  gleam  threw  a  murky  glare 
upon  the  men  at  arms,  and  served  but  indistinctly 
to  illumine  the  gloomy  court. 

“Save  you!”  said  the  French  colonel,  ironically, 
at  the  same  time  making  a  lowly  obeisance.  “I 
bear  my  superior's  greetings  to  your  holy  body, 
and  expect  good  fare  for  mv  commands.  The 
cellars  are  well  stored,  no  doubt.” 

A  crimson  glow  for  a  moment  flushed  the  pallid 
cheek  of  the  venerable  father  as  La  Ville  (for 
that  was  the  colonel’s  name)  concluded  his  ad¬ 
dress;  but  it  passed  instantly  away,  and  he  re¬ 
turned  no  response  save  by  a  gentle  inclination  of 
the  head. 

La  Ville  regarded  not  his  emotion,  but,  ordering 
his  soldiers  to  dismount,  and  place  their  chargers 
in  the  spacious  court  yard,  entered  the  solemn 
pile,  accompanied  by  his  brother  officers.  The 
clang  of  the  spurs  as  they  paced  along  the  vault¬ 
ed  passages,  escorted  by  their  aged  guide,  too 
plainly  announced  to  the  monks  the  propinquity 
of  their  enemies — those  wonted  scoffers  of  all  the 
sacred  ordinances  of  religion — for  such  a  char¬ 
acter  they  had  acquired — partly  true,  but  prin¬ 
cipally  found  on  the  misrepresentations  of  those 
who  were  well  aware  how  much  such  a  belief 
would  kindle  patriotic  zeal  against  them. 

As  they  entered  the  refectory,  the  assembled 
brethren  rose  from  their  seats,  and  calmly 
viewed  the  haughty  intruders. 

“Excuse  me,  fathers,”  excla-med  La  Ville,  awed 
into  respect  by  their  dignified  demeanor;  “but 
my  men  require  repose;  and  in  these  trouble¬ 
some  times,  as  little  courtesy  is  need  Vavo 
that  plea  to  irarront  — * -  ~ 


occasion  for  proceeding  to  extremities;  the  odds 
there  will  not  be  occasion  for  proceeding  to  ex¬ 
tremities;  the  odds  are  too  much  in  our  favor.” 

“Sir,”  replied  the  abbot,  “your  wishes  must  be 
obeyed,  were  even  our  desire  to  serve  you  less.” 

“This  is  an  unkind  opinion,”  returned  the 
superior.  “Deeds  will  convince  you  of  its  fallacy.” 

So  saying,  he  motioned  them  to  sit  down,  and 
commanded  the  servitors  to  load  the  table  with 
the  best  the  monastery  could  afford. 

The  table  groaned  beneath  the  weight  of  deli¬ 
cacies,  and  cordiality  usurped  the  place  where 
distrust  so  lately  reigned. 

The  abbot  left  the  apartment  for  a  brief  in¬ 
terval,  and  speedily  returned,  followed  by  two 
attendants,  bearing  immense  silver  vessels,  filled 
with  delicious  wine. 

“Good  father,”  said  the  colonel,  as  he  filled  a 
goblet  with  the  sparkling  wine,  “you  must  pledge 
me  in  a  bumper!” 

“The  rules  of  our  order  forbid  us  to  indulge  in 
wine,”  answered  the  abbot,  “and  therefore  you 
must  excuse  me  and  my  brethren  from  tasting 
of  the  ruby  produce  of  the  wine.” 

La  Ville  smiled  ironically,  as  though  he  thought  ' 
it  was  hypocrisy  on  the  father’s  part  in  refusing 
to  drink  anything  stronger  than  the  liquid  spring  , 
of  water. 

He  raised  the  goblet  to  his  lips,  but  placed  it 
again  untasted  on  the  board. 

The  monks  looked  upon  the  movement  with  sus¬ 
picious  eyes,  as  if  to  seek  solution  for  the  French¬ 
man’s  acts. 

“Suspicion  strikes  me,”  cried  La  Ville,  sternly, 
“and  if  my  surmise  prove  correct,  this  shall  be 
the  last  exploit  you  will  enact!  Fellow  soldiers, 
taste  not  the  wine;  it  may  be  poisoned;  such 
deeds  have  been  performed  before,  and  by  mon¬ 
astic  artifice.” 

As  the  speaker  thus  addressed  his  auditors, 
every  eye  was  riveted  on  the  superior,  whose 
countenance  afforded  no  'credit  to  the  colonel’s 
surmise.  '*• 

“Drink  of  the  wine  first,”  continued  La  Ville, 
“you  and  your  brethren,  and  then  we  will  follow 
your  example.”  S 

The  abbot  raised  his  eyes  to  heaven,  and  seem¬ 
ed  for  a  moment  buried  in  meditation;  then,  tak-*' 
ing  the  proffered  cup,  he  swallowed  the  contents. 
The  entire  confraternity  also  drank  the  potion.  , 

“Now,  are  you  satisfied?”  he  inquired;  “now 
are  your  ungenerous  doubts  resolved?” 

“Yes,”  replied  the  Frenchman,  "“and  here  we 
pledge  to  you,  good  fathers.” 

Cup  succeeded  cup,  as  the  elated  soldiers,  de¬ 
lighted  with  their  superior  entertainment,  sought 
to  take  advantage  of  their  present  favorable 
quarters. 

“Believe  me,”  stammered  out  a  jovial  lieuten-^ 
ant,  “we  will  ever  prove  grateful  for  the  kindness* 
we  have  experienced!” 

“When  our  royal  eagle  waves  over  the  entire 
land,”  cried  La  Ville,  “the  brethren  of  this  mon¬ 
astery  shall  be  amply  rewarded  for  their  hospi-^' 
tality,  and - ” 

“Stop  your  kind  comme-udatin««-u— internirtod 
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death  are  fast  approaching,  yet  the  thought  that 
you.  our  enemies,  must  die  with  us  is  balsam  to 
the  tortured  body.  Does  not  the  venom  even  now 
rankle  in  vour  veins?  Speak,  slaves — speak.” 

Consternation  se:zed  the  French  as  they  listen¬ 
ed  to  the  dreadful  declaration,  and  even  then  the 
agoniring  throbs  declared  how  true  was  the  as¬ 
sertion. 

Madly  they  rushed  on  their  betrayers;  but 
death  was  already  enacting  his  part,  and  stayed 
their  imoetuous  hands. 

Soon  the  smothered  groan,  the  frightful  scream, 
the  mingled  prayer  and  curse,  rose  on  the  silent 
ear  of  the  night. 

The  morning  came;  and  of  the  many  who  had 
entered  on  the  previous  evening  into  the  monas¬ 
tery  not  one  remained  to  quit  its  gloomy  precincts. 


THE  WITNESS  FROM  THE  GRAVE. 

The  good  people  of  Tautonville  were  not  much 
surprised  when  they  heard  that  old  John  Trever- 
ton  had  died  sudden.lv. 

He  had  been  found  by  his  nephew  Charles  sit¬ 
ting  at  the  table  in  his  library,  with  his  head 
buried  in  his  hands. 

He  had  but  two  near  relatives,  both  nephews — • 
Charts,  who  had  discovered  his  lifeless  body  in 
th«  librarv.  a  most  exemplary  young  man,  while 
his  brother  William  was  quite  the  reverse,  and 
bore  such  a  bad  character  that  the  old  man,  be¬ 
fore  his  death,  had  ooenlv  expressed  his  intention 
of  utterlv  disinheriting*  him  if  he  did  not  show 
some  signs  of  reformation. 

As  this  1m  had  not  even  made  a  pretense  of 
doing,  nobodv  was  surprised  when  the  family 
lawyer  read  tlm  will,  which  was  dated  nearly 
twelve  months  bDfore,  and  gave  the  whole  of  his 
property,  amounting  to  nearlv  twelve  thousand 
pounds,  to  his  nephew,  Charles,  with  the  soli¬ 
tary  exception  of  a  few  keepsakes  to  his  old 
friends,  and  an  annuity  of  two  hundred  and  fifty 
to  his  brother  William. 

When,  however,  the  lawyer  had  folded  up  the 
parchment,  a  young  lawyer,  who  had  come  up 
to  the  village  only  a  few  months  before,  and  who 
had  attended  the  reading  of  the  will  on  behalf  of 
thf-  nephew  William,  who  was  absent,  rose  to  his 
feet. 

“Mav  I  ask  one**  more  the  date  of  the  will  you 
ha Te  just  read?”  he  said. 

The  family  lawyer  repeated  his  assertion  that 
it  was  dated  nearly  twelve  months  previously. 

“Then.”  the  other  renlied,  “it  is  my  duty,  on 
be  *a!f  of  my  client,  William  Treverton,  to  inform 
'■you  that  I  have  here  another  will,  dated  not 
three  weeks  ago.  in  which  all  the  bequests  made 
in  any  former  will  are  superseded,  and  the  whole 
of  the  deceased  gentleman’s  property  given  un¬ 
conditionally  to  my  client.” 

The  following  morning  the  new  legatee  arrived 
at  home,  and  prepared  to  take  possession  of  his 
property. 

Three  days  afterwards  the  inspector  of  police 
was  seated  in  his  office,  when  the  card  of  a  young 
doctor  in  Tautonville  was  brought  to  him.  On 
tr.»'  uasteboard  were  written  the  words: 

“Important  and  confidential.” 

When  they  were  alone  together  the  young  doc¬ 
tor  stood  silent  for  a  moment  or  two,  evidently 
collecting  his  thoughts  together. 


“I  merely  ask  for  information,”  his  visitor  has¬ 
tened  to  explain.  “Suppose  a  case.  If  a  man  of 
my  profession — merely  as  an  illustration,  you 
understand — were,  for  scientific  purposes,  to  dis¬ 
inter  a  corpse  which  had  been  buried,  under  the 
impression  that  the  caused  of  death  had  been 
natural,  and  that  physicians  were  to  find  un¬ 
doubted  proofs  that  murder  had  been  done,  would 
he  be  free  from  any  penalty  for  his  own  offense?” 

“There  would  be  exterminating  circumstances, 
certainly,”  the  other  answered,  after  a  moment’s 
reflection.  “For  instance,  were  the  case  your  own. 
Had  you  disinterred  a  corpse  for  the  purpose  of 
dissection,  and  found  the  proofs  of  which  you 
speak,  beyond  the  fact  of  detention  until  you  had 
given  your  evidence,  you  would  be  acquitted  with¬ 
out  any  penalty  whatever.” 

“Then  the  case  is  my  own.  Nearly  a  week  ago, 
a  man  of  considerable  property  in  the  town  of 
Tautonville,  died,  it  was  supposed,  of  an  apo¬ 
plectic  fit,  and  three  days  ago  was  buried.  The 
following  night,  a  fellow  student  and  myself  dis¬ 
interred  the  body  for  the  purpose  of  dissection. 
When  we  came  to  operate  upon  it,  we  found  that 
a  fit  had  not  been  the  cause  of  death  at  all,  but 
that  it  was  a  premeditated  and  most  decidedly  an 
ingenious  murder!” 

“Had  he  been  poisoned?” 

“No.  That  had  been  avoided  probably  for  fear 
of  a  medical  examination  at  the  inquest.  A  slen¬ 
der  wire  of  tempered  steel  had  been  driven 
through  the  back  of  the  head,  penetrating  the 
brain.  It  had  drawn  but  one  drop  of  blood,  which 
might  have  been  overlooked  in  even  the  closest 
examination,  as  the  hair  almost  wholly  concealed 
it.” 

The  same  afternoon  two  rough-looking  men 
called  upon  the  new  heir  to  the  Treverton  pi*op-  . 
erty.  '3s 

“What  do  you  .want,  disturbing  me  this  way?” 
he  asked  roughly  as  thev  entered. 

“We  want  to  know,  Bill  Treverton,”  one.  said  in 
tones  even  more  rough  and  coarse  than  the  other’s 
own,  “where  you  get  all  the  steel  wire  from? 
We’ve  got  uncles  with  money  of  our  own,  and  it’s 
a  long  way  ahead  of  waiting  until  they  die  of 
their  own  accord.” 

“What  do  you  mean?”  he  gasped,  his  face  sud¬ 
denly  becoming  livid.  “Who  are  you?” 

“We’re  disciples  of  him  what  raises  the  dead,” 
the  man  answered,  with  a  rough  laugh.  “Body- 
snatchers,  if  you  like  it  better,  and  we’ve  got  the 
deadwood  on  you,  my  daisy,  and  we  mean  to  keep 
it,  and  make  you  divvy  up  to  the  last  penny.’’ 

“I  do  not  understand  what  you  mean,”  he  said; 
“but  I  hate  to  be  annoyed  in  this  way.  If  you 
really  have  desecrated  my  uncle’s  grave,  replace 
his  body  there  to-night,  and  I  will  give  you  a 
thousand  pounds  each  to  go  to  America,  where 
you  can  begin  life  honestly  anew.” 

“Then  give  me  your  hand,  and  it’s  a  bargain.” 

The  other  held  out  his  hand  willingly. 

The  next  moment  his  hand  was  seized  in  a  vise¬ 
like  grip,  and  before  he  realized  his  position,  a 
pair  of  handcuffs  were  locked  upon  his  wrists. 

At  his  trial,  which  came  on  three  weeks  later,  a 
clear  case  was  found  against  him. 

He  was  sentenced  to  death.  As  there  was  no 
proof  of  any  complicity  against  the  lawyer,  he 
escaped  with  a  term  of  ten  years  for  the  forgery 
of  the  will. 
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ITEMS  OF  INTEREST 

ONLY  HOTEL  IN  THE  WORLD  FOR  HORSES. 

What  is  believed  to  be  the  world’s  only  hotel  for 
horses  is  in  Charlottenburg,  near  Berlin.  It  not 
only  provides  luxurious  quarters  for  the  horses 
of  the  Berlin  Bus  Company,  but  rents  many 
“rooms”  for  horses  brought  into  the  city.  It  is 
four  stories  high  in  back  and  three  in  front,  with 
a  basement.  On  each  floor  there  is  a  roomy 
“porch”  running  the  full  iength  of  the  building.. 
These  “porches”  are  used  with  an  inclined  ruff- 
way  for  entering  or  leaving  the  “hotel.”  A  regu¬ 
lar  hotel  service  is  provided  for  the  “guests.” 


ONE-THIRD  LIVES  IN  CITIES. 

More  than  a  third  of  the  country’s  total  popu¬ 
lation  in  1920  and  nearly  70  per  cent,  of  the  urban 
dwellers — 37,770,114  persons  to  be  exact — lived 
in  cities  of  25,000  inhabitants  or  more.  Census 
Bureau  figures  today  showed  approximately  36 
per  cent,  of  the  total  population  was  grouped  in 
287  communities  in  this  class. 

There  were  2,739  municipalities  having  2,500 
or  more  inhabitants,  with  an  aggregate  popula¬ 
tion  of  54,314,476.  Of  these,  459  ranged  between 
10,000  and  25,000,  with  an  aggregate  of  6,942,742; 
723  had  more  than  5,000  but  less  than  10,000  in¬ 
habitants  with  a  total  of  5,008,732,  and  1,320  had 
less  than  5,000,  with  an  aggregate  population  of 
4,592,888. 


2,000  LONDON  CHORUS  CIRLS  OUT  OF 

JOBS. 

Unemployment  in  theatreland,  like  that  in  other 
professions  and  trades,  is  widespread  here  at  pres¬ 
ent,  it  being  estimated  that  there  are  now  over 
2,000  chorus  girls  and  “small-part”  actresses  out 
of  work,  and  it  is  feared  that  unless  conditions 
improve  immediately  many  producers  will  have  to 
go  out  of  business. 

Oscar  Ashe,  one  of  the  leaders  in  theatrical  cir¬ 
cles  here,  says  that  the. problem  is  intensified  be¬ 
cause  so  many  people  come  into  the  profession 
without  credentials.  Naturally  they  are  suffer¬ 
ing.  Touring;  companies  are  not  leaving  London 
for  the  provinces  at  present,  and  consequently 
there  are  hundred*  of  girls  who  cannot  get  em¬ 
ployment. 


140  LASHES  FALL  ON  3  ROBBERS’  BACKS. 

All  records  of  the  Delaware  whipping  post  for 
35  years  were  broken  March  26,  when  four  con¬ 
victs  received  140  lashes  from  a  cat  o’  nine  tails 
administered  by  Warden  Plummer  at  the  New¬ 
castle  County  Workhouse.  The  victims  were 
Leonard  Barrett,  robbery,  40  lashes;  Horace 
Archie  and  John  Richardson,  highway  robbery,  40 
lashes  each,  and  Warren  Lewish,  20  lashes.  The 
men  must  also  serve  51  years. 

Previous  to  to-day,  the  greatest  number  of 
lashes  given  felons  in  one  day  was  in  1873  when, 
four  bank  robbers  received  160  lashes.  A  law 
passed  this  month  by  the  Delaware  Legislature 
makes  the  penalty  for  highway  robbery  and  theft 
more  rigid  with  the  object  of  breaking  up  crime 
of  this  character  and  causing  criminals  to  give 
Delaware  a  wide  berth. 

>  m  -  t»  a  ■ 

LAUGHS 

“I  see  Jones  is  going  to  write  a  novel.”  “I 
never  thought  he  had  imagination  enough  for  • 
that.”  “The  deuce  he  hasn’t.  He’s  been  making 
out  expense  accounts  for  nearly  eleven  years.” 


Practical  Aunt — Do  you  think  you  are  qualified 
to  become  the  wife  of  a  poor  man?  Sweet  Girl: — 
Oh,  yes;  it’s  fixed.  We  are  to  live  in  a  cottage, 
and  i  know  how  to  make  cottage  pudding. 


“How  hollow  it  sounds!”  said  a  patient  under 
the  movement  cure,  as  the  physicial  was  vigorous¬ 
ly  pounding  his  chest.  “Oh,  that’s  nothing,”  said 
the  doctor;  “wait  till  we  get  to  the  head.” 


Stable-keeper — By  the  way,  shall  I  put  in  an 
extra  buffalo?  English  Blood — Couldn’t  you  let 
me  ’ave  an  ’orse,  you  know?  Er — er — rather  not 
drive  a  buffalo  first  time,  you  know. 


Vexed  Wife — There  is  no  calamity  that  can  be¬ 
fall  a  woman  that  I  have  not  suffered.  Amiable 
Husband — Wrong,  my  dear;  now,  you  have  never 
been  a  widow.  Vexed  Wife — I  said  calamity,  sir!  " 


“I  hope,”  said  the  thrifty  old  farmer,  “that  you 
have  something  laid  up  for  a  rainy  day.”  “Sure 
thing,”  replied  his  nephew  from  the  city.  “I’ve  m 
got  seventeen  borrowed  umbrellas.” 


“Pa,”  said  the  boy,  looking  up  from  his  book^ 
“what  does  a  man’s  ‘better  half’  mean?”  “Us¬ 
ually,  my  son,”  replied  the  father  from  behind 
the  evening  paper,  “she  means  exactly  what  she 
says!” 


Dobbs — Johnny,  if  I  give  you  a  dime,  can  I 
trust  you  to  convey  this  note  safely  to  your  sis¬ 
ter  without  any  one  seeing  it?  Johnny — Yes — 
er — but  it  would  be  much  safer  for  a  quarter. 


An  uncomfortable  and  generous-sized  looking 
lady  walked  into  a  New  York  drug  store  a  few 
days  ago  and  asked  for  a  box  of  talcum  powder.*  Ii 
“Mennen’s?”  asked  the  clerk,  politely.  “No,  vim- 
men’s,”  was  the  disgusted  reply. 
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ITEMS  OF  GENERAL  INTEREST 


LAYS  EGGS  DAILY  ON  PIG’S  BACK. 

A  pig  and  pullet,  who  are  barnyard  pals,  have 
combined  in  a  daily  bacon  and  egg  demonstration 
on  the  farm  of  Mrs.  Harold  Snowden,  Yarmouth, 
Mass.  Every  morning  the  brisk  young  hen  hops 
on  the  broad' surf  ace  of  the  porker’s  back,  nestles 
down  and  lays  an  egg.  The  pig  lies  motionless 
until  Mrs.  Snowden,  notified  by  the  bird’s  proud 
cackling,  collects  the  latest  addition  to  the  fam¬ 
ily’s  food  supply. 

MAKES  HENS  LAY. 

Harry  Howell,  chicken  fancier  of  Hope,  Ark.,  is 
demonstrating  that  it  pays  to  properly  house  and 
care  for  chickens.  Howell  has  a  pen  of  fifty-five 
hens  that  are  producing  from  thirty-five  to  forty 
eggs  every  day.  He  has  a  specially  constructed 
house  in  which  he  keeps  his  flock  warm  all  the 
time.  Howell  also  believes  in  the  artificial  light 
olan  for  encouraging  hens  to  lay.  He  has  his 
scratch  pens  well  lighted  and  the  hens  are  out 
until  8  o’clock  every  night.  He  turns  on  the 
lights  at  5  o’clock  in  the  momipg. 

NATURAL  ICE-BOX  MADE  IN  A  WELL. 

In  the  Northwest  farmers  make  their  own  re¬ 
frigerators  by  digging  a  well  about  twenty-five 
feet  deep,  putting  some  rough  stones  on  the  bot¬ 
tom  and  filling  the  well  with  snow.  Water  is 
then  poured  on  the  snow,  making  a  pillar  of  al¬ 
most  solid  ice,  some  of  which  will  remain  all  the 

The  stones  at  the  bottom  are  for  drainage. 
Foodstuffs  are  placed  on  the  top  and  covered.  A 
ladder  is  fastened  down  the  side  of  the  well  so 
that  as  the  upper  ice  thaws  access  can  be  had  to 
the  ice  below. 


COW  HIDES. 

WTalter  Campbell  of  Crawford  County,  Pennsyl- 
ania,  thinks  he  has  a  cow  with  intelligence.  lie 
ound  the  animal  sick  the  other  day  and,  strok- 
ng  her  fondly  on  the  back,  said:  Well  bossy, 

guess  you’ll  have  to  have  some  medicine. 

Then  he  went  to  the  house  for  the  medicine. 
Vhen  he  returned  he  could  not  find  the  cow  at 
irst  but  finally  discovered  her  lying  snugly  in 
he  hay  on  the  second  floor.  The  cow  had  climbed 
short  flight  of  stairs  in  his  absence. 

’  Campbell  tells  his  neighbors  the  cow  evidently 
mderstood  what  he  said  and  was  hiding  from 
urn.  At  any  rate,  the  neighbors  had  to  come  to 
he  barn  and  help  lower  her  from  the  haymow. 


NO  EXECUTIONS  IN  LAST  THIRTY  YEARS. 

There  is  a  growing  public  demand  for  the  re- 
introduction  of  capital  punishment  in  Denmark. 
Death  sentences  may  be  imposed  by  the  Danish 
courts,  but  no  criminal  has  been  executed  in  this 
country  for  the  last  thirty  years.  In  the  recent 
past,  however,  there  has  been  an  increasing  num¬ 
ber  of  murderers,  and  the  people  declare  that 
more  drastic  punishment  must  be  decreed  by  the 

government  and  courts.  .  - 

“Every  means  in  our  power,’  said  Minister  ot 
Justice  Rytter  recently,  “will  be  used  to  secure 
pjb.ic  safety  against  violence,  robbery  and  similar 


crimes.  Justice,  according  to  the  strictest  read¬ 
ing  of  the  existing  laws,  will  be  meted  out  to  per¬ 
sons  copvicted  of  such  offenses. 

“All  petitions  presented  for  reprieve  in  'con¬ 
nection  with  cases  of  violence  will  be  refused,  in¬ 
cluding  motorists  who  are  sentenced  for  crim¬ 
inally  reckless  driving.” 


A  POPULAR  HANGMAN. 

One  of  Vienna’s  most  respected  citizens,  writes 
the  London  Daily  Mail,  is  Josef  Lang,  the  “last 
imperial  and  royal  executioner  of  Austria,  a 
handsome  and  imposing  old  gentleman  in  his 
sixty-sixth  year,  who  is  still  active  deputy  chief 
of  the  fire  brigade  in  Simmering,  the  suburb  in 
which  he  resides,  and  probably  the  most  popular 
man  in  the  district. 

His  volume  of  reminiscences,  just  published, 
and  edited  by  Dr.  Oscar  Schalk,  reveals  him  as  a 
man  of  humane  and  generous  disposition.  He  has 
brought  up  fifteen  children,  of  whom  only  two 
were  his  own.  He  became  executioner  at  forty- 
five,  having  been  successively  carpenter,  soldier, 
stoker  and  coffee-house  keeper. 

He  is  very  proud  of  the  fact  that  his  longest 
execution  took  only  65  seconds,  the  shortest  45. 

But  the  most  interesting  of  his  disclosures  re¬ 
late  to  women  of  all  classes  who  sought  inter¬ 
views  with  him  at  which  they  often  made  deter¬ 
mined  amatory  advances.  Some  were  content  to 
look  into  his  eyes  or  touch  his  hand.  Many  craved 
a  thread  of  silk  which  had  formed  part  of  a  noose 
actually  used  by  him.  Superstition  was  their 
main  incentive. 

He  was  once,  on  going  to  the  governor’s  house 
to  report  himself,  as  he  was  bound  to  do  on  ar¬ 
rival,  introduced  to  an  aristocratic  “afternoon 
tea,”  for  which  he  was  always  well  dressed  on 
professional  duty,  as  “Hoffmeister  Lang.”  There 
was  some  consternation  when  his  identity  was 
discovered,  but  this  soon  gave  place  to  a  fever  of 
curiosity,  and  women  surrounded  him  for  hours 
with  a  fusillade  of  questions — and  stole  his  pocket 
handkerchief  as  a  memento  of  the  occasion. 

Women  offered  him  anything  he  liked  to  ask  if 
he  would  enable  them  to  be  present  at  an  execu¬ 
tion.  He  could  take  a  certain  number  of  men  as 
his  assistants,  giving  in  their  names  beforehand, 
but  he  never  took  even  men  who  had  not  some 
genuine  scientific  ground  for  asking,  and  never 
women,  though  there  were  many  women  who  were 
quite  willing  to  act  as  his  actual  assistants.  He 
never  had  to  execute  a  woman  and  was  heartily 
glad  of  it. 

If  only  for  its  sidelights  on  superstition  this 
is  a  remarkable  book.  Lang’s  pre-war  corre¬ 
spondence,  much  of  which  his  wife  often  burned 
unopened,  consisted  mainly  of  requests  for  locks 
of  hair,  his  own  or  else  from  a  “patient,”  and  for 
all  imaginable  articles  that  had  been  touched  by 
him  or  by  a  hanged  murderer.  And  Lang  himself 
is  not  without  superstition.  He  always  carries 
about  with  him  a  tiny  skein  containing  a  thread 
from  each  silk  noose  he  has  used  to  launch  a  man 
into  eternity.« 
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INTERESTING  NEWS  ARTICLES 


boy  fights  mad  dog.  . 

When  a  rabid  dog  attacked  his  two  small  sisters 
while  the  children  were  on  their  way  home  froi 
school  at  Burgaw,  Wilmington,  N.  Don 

Carr  aged  9,  grasped  the  animal  about  the  necK 
and  threw  it  to  the  ground,  and  alth°ugh  bitten 
in  five  places  refused  to  let  go  onhlhelp  ca 
and  his  sisters  escaped  unharmed.  The  boy  1 
under  treatment. 


BATTLE  RELICS  IN  SEEDLINGS. 

Cloth  of  all  kinds  and  desc: 
with  the  roots,  also  bits  of  bones,  leathei,  rubber 
and  buttons,  were  found  in  the  sprouts  of  nuisery 
stock  fruit  trees  which  arrived  m  Salt  Lake  City, 
Utah,  recently  from  France  The  trees  \v  r 
dently  grown  on  the  battlefields  of  Tiance,  ana 
in  the  roots  of  one  of  the  sprouts  was  a  strip  of 
bloodstained  bandage  One  of  the  J*ees  had 
grown  from  the  seed  through  the  lmk  of  a  large 

watch  chain. 


BLACKBERRIES  A  PEST.  * 
Blackberries  thrive  more  luxuriantly  in  Aus- 
tralia  than  in  Europe  or  America,  their  growth 
being  so  rapid  that  in  many  places  they  are  re¬ 
garded  as  an  agricultural  pest.  Like  the  first 
rabbits,  the  original  blackberry  vines  have  grown 
and  multiplied  until  they  bid  fair  to  cover  the 
face  of  the  country.  The  bushes  are  not  culti¬ 
vated — they  can  look  after  themselves,  as  many 
Australian  agriculturists  are  painfully  aware— 
but  the  jam  made  from  their  fruit  is  sufficiently 
tempting  to  make  one  forget  their  unwelcome 
presence  on  the  farm. 


THE  HYDROSCOPE. 

Among  the  Hfatest  articles  which  ingenious 
minds  are  always  devising  for  the  benefit  of  the 
fisherman  is  the  hydroscope.  There  are  very  few 
anglers,  probably,  who,  as  they  have  waited,  with 
more  or  less  patience  for  the  fish  to  bite,  have 
not  longed  to  get  a  peep  into  the  water,  just  to 
see  if  there  were  any  fish  about  or  not.  Bass 
especially  congregate  in  certain  localities  where 
the  food  supply  is  good  and  there  are  rocks  to 
play  around,  and  as  a  rule  remain  there  all  day 
long.  It  is  an  immense  convenience,  therefore, 
for  the  bass  fishermen  to  be  able  to  look  down 
into  the  water  and  survey  the  prospect.  A  sim¬ 
ple  means  of  surveying  the  bottom  of  the  water 
has  been  successfully  tried.  A  pail  with  the  bot¬ 
tom  knocked  out,  or  a  narrow  box,  open  at  both 
ends  or  furnished  with  a  stout  pane  of  glass  at 
the  end  in  the  water,  has  been  found  to  answer 
fairly  well,  says  the  Philadelphia  Inquirer.  Those 
who  use  the  box  or  pail  get  a  good  deal  of  fun 
out  of  it  and  learn  unsuspected  things  sometimes, 
^<g  when  an  angler  saw  a  big  bass  deliberately 
,/rive  awTay  smaller  fish  from,  and  stand  guard 
over,  his  carefully  baited  hook.  Whether  it  was 
solicitude  for  the  bass’  young  companion  or  an 
ordinary  case  of  dog-in-the-manger  he  could  not 
make  out. 


MOTHER  SHIPTON’S  PROPHECY 
Mother  Shipton’s  Prophecy  was  a  clever  hoax, 
the  production  of  a  joking  newspaper  man, 
Charles  Hindley,  of  Brighton,  England,  who  pub¬ 
lished  it  about  the  year  1862.  He  then  claimed 
that  it  was  a  reissue  of  a  prediction  originally 
announced  by  a  Mother  Shipton  in  the  year  1488, 
and  republished  in  1641.  Hindley,  about  the  year 
1873,  confessed  that  he  was  the  originator  of  the 
hoax.  Here  is  the  famous  prophecy,  as  several 
of  our  readers  have  requested  us  to  print  it. 
“Carriages  without  horses  shall  go, 

And  accidents  fill  the  world  with  woe. 

Around  the  world  thoughts  shall  fly 
In  the  twinkling  of  an  eye. 

Waters  shall  yet  more  wonders  do — 

How  strange,  yet  they  shall  be  true. 

The  world  upside  down  shall  be, 

And  gold  be  found  at  roots  of  tree. 

Through  hills  man  shall  ride, 

And  no  horse  nor  ass  shall  be  at  his  side. 
Under  water  men  shall  walk, 

Shall  ride,  shall  sleep,  shall  talk. 

In  the  air  men  shall  be  seen 
In  white,  in  black,  in  green. 

Iron  in  the  water  shall  float 
As  easy  as  a  wooden  boat. 

Gold  shall  be  found  and  shown 
In  a  land  That’s  not  now  known. 

Fire  and  water  shall  wonders  do; 

England  shall  at  last  admit  a  Jew. 

The  world  to  an  end  shall  come 
In  eighteen  hundred  and  eighty-one.” 


GIANT  BLACKBERRIES. 

A  giant  blackberry  has  just  been  discovered 
growing  wild  on  the  mountain  slopes  of  Cundi- 
namarca  province,  Colombia,  and  a  few  plants 
have  been  brought  to  the  United  States  by  Wil¬ 
son  Ponenoe,  agricultural  explorer  of  the  Office  of 
Foreign  Seed  and  Plant  Introduction,  Department 
of  Agriculture. 

In  describing  this  new  fruit  for  the  Journal  of 
Heredity,  Mr.  Ponenoe  writes:  “A  species  of 
Rubus  which  produces,  as  a  wild  plant,  fruits  two 
and  a  half  inches  long  by  an  inch  and  a  half  in 
thickness,  and  these  of  fairly  good  quality  for 
eating,  cannot  fail  to  possess  great  interest  to 
North  American  horticulturists.” 

The  giant  berry  grows  at  elevations  of  be¬ 
tween  8,000  and  10,000  feet,  but  so  near  the  Equa¬ 
tor  that  frost,  is  unknown  even  at  that  altitude, 
and  in  a  region  where  there  is  much  moisture 
throughout  the  year. 

The  plants  have  never  been  cultivated,  but  the 
berries  are  commonly  to  be  found  in  the  markets 
of  Bogota  and  other  large  cities.  Their  seeds  are 
rather  large,  the  flesh  is  not  as  juicy  as  most  of 
the  cultivated  blackberries,  the  flavor  resembles 
that  of  the  loganberry  more  than  that  of  culti¬ 
vated  berries,  and  the  color  is  a  light  crimson, 
tending  to  become  wine-colored  when  overripe. 

Mr.  Ponenoe  suggests  that  the  giant  Colombian 
berry  would  do  well  in  the  Puget  Sound  region  or 
in  the  sandy  loams  of  the  Gulf  States.  He  be¬ 
lieves  that  cultivation  will  produce  fruits  of 
greater  size. 
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.  GREATEST 
DISASTER  IN 
ANNALS  OF 
FORESTRY 


Eigftt  billion 
board  feet  of 
timber  was  de¬ 
stroyed  by  the 
cyclone  that  rip¬ 
ped  a  seventy-five 
mile  path,  thirty 
miles  wide, 
through  the  for¬ 
ests  of  the  Olym- 
p  j  c  peninsula, 
Washington  State 
January  29.  Re¬ 
ports  from  the 
Forest  Service 
made  public  re¬ 
cently  class  the 
storm  as  “the 
greatest  disaster 
ever  recorded  in 
the  annals  of  for¬ 
estry  and  lumber¬ 
ing.” 

The  wind  reg¬ 
istered  132  miles 
an  hour  before 
instruments  a  t 
the  Weather  Bu¬ 
reau  station  were 
destroyed.  It  is 
estimated  to  have 
reached  150  miles 
thereafter.  Prac¬ 
tically  all  stand¬ 
ing  timber  over 
2,250  square 
miles  went  down 
in  a  tangled  mass 
obliterating  roads 
and  telegraph 
lines  and  with  lit¬ 
tle  chance  of  sal¬ 
vage. 

No  human  lives 
were  lost,  but 
buildings  were  de¬ 
stroyed  and  many 
animals  perished, 
including  elk. 

“If  fire  should 
gain  headway  in 
the  devastated 
area,”  the  forest¬ 
er  reported,  “the 
most  stupendous 
conflagration  ever 
known  in  this 
country  would  re¬ 
sult.  Fifteen  bil¬ 
lion  feet  fof  tim¬ 
ber)  is  exposed  in 
the  adjoining  part 
of  the  Olympic 
national  forest.” 


EXTRA  MONET  for  BOYS  or  GIRLS 

Make  spare  time  earn  good  money. 
Learn  salesmanship.  Work  having  sup¬ 
port  of  prominent  citizens.  A  big  future 
for  you.  Write  now  for  your  territory. 
Send  no  money.  E.  J.  Betz,  Sales  Direc¬ 
tor,  Suite  802,  1  W.  43rd  St.,  N.  Y.  C. 

1 

TOO  FAT?  I 

Many  reduce  10  to  60  lbs.,  or  more.  Obtain  ( 
Korein  (pronounced  koreen)  at  any  busy  drug  S 
store;  or  write  for  free  brochure  to  Korein  Co.,  E 
NE-375,  Station  X,  New  York.  Become  slender  i 

1  by  best  method.  No  salts,  no  thyroid,  no  starv-  I 

I  ing.  no  tedious  exercising.  Delightfully  easy,  H 
rapid  reduction;  improves  health,  symmetry,  i 
efficiency.  Look  younger!  ADD  YEARS  TO  | 

YOUR  LIFE!  Become  thin  and  remain  to!  1 

1  Money-back  $100  guarantee.  Get  KOREIN  tabules!  " 

Stop  Using  it  Truss 


Yes,  stop  it,  you  know 

by  your  own  experience 
it  is  only  a  make-shift, 
a  false  prop  against  a 
collapsingwall,  and  that 
it  is  undermining  your 
health.  Why,  then,  con¬ 
tinue  to  wear  it  ?  Here 
is  a  better  way,  which 
means  that  tiresome, 
torturous  trusses  can  be 
thrown  away  forever, 
and  it’s  all  because 
Stuart's  PLAPAO-PADS 
are  different,  being 
medicine  applicators 
made  self-adhesive  pur¬ 
posely  to  prevent  slip¬ 
ping  and  to  afford  an 
arrangement  to  hold  the 
parts  securely  In  place. 

NO  STRAPS, 
BUCKLES  OR 
SPRINGS 


ATTACHED, 

cannot  clip,  so 
cannot  chafe  or 
press  against  the 

—  pubic  bone. 

Thousands  have  treated  themselves  in  the  privacy  Of 
the  home,  and  report  most  obstinate  cases  cured— no 
delay  from  work.  Soft  as  volvet— easy  to  apply— Inex¬ 
pensive.  Process  of  recovery  fs  natural,  so  afterwards 
no  use  for  trusses.  Awarded  Gold  Medal  International 
Exposition,  Rome;  Grand  Prix,  Paris.  Write  us  today  to 
prove  it  by  sending  TRIAL  PLAPAO,  FREE.  Address, 
Plapao  Co.  218o  Stuart  BldfL  St. Louis, Slo. 


OLD  COINS  WANTED 

$$2  to  $500  EACH  paid  for  Hundreds  of 
Coins  dated  before  1895.  Keep  ALL  old 
Money.  You  may  hare  Coins  ttorth  a 
Large  Premium.  Send  10c.  for  new 
Illustrated  Coia  Value  Book,  size  4x6. 
Get  Posted  at  Once. 

CIAUKK  COIN  CO.,  Kox  36,  La  Boy.  N.  Y, 

SORENESS  HEALED 

Sore  or  open  lees,  nlcers,  enlarged  veins, 
eczema  healed  while  you  work.  Write  for 
free  book  and  describe  your  own  case. 

A.C.  Liepe,  1457  Green  Bay  Av., Milwaukee,  Wis. 


IF  YOU  WANT  CASH,  mail  us  diamonds, 
watches,  new  or  broken  jewelry,  platinum, 
old  gold  and  silver,  false  teeth.  War  Bonds, 
War  Stamps,  Magneto  Points,  etc.  Cash  by 
return  mail.  Goods  returned  in  10  days  if 
yon’re  not  satisfied.  Ohio  Smelting  &  Re¬ 
fining  Co.,  262  Lennox  Bldg.,  Cleveland,  O. 


ms  FREE 

Gold-plated  Deralller.  and 
Chain,  pair  Karbobi,  Gold- 
plated  Exp.n.loa  Bracelet 
with  Im.  Watch,  guar.ate.d 
quality  and  3  Gold-plated 
Rines  ALL  FREE  for 
selling  only  IS  pieces 
Jewelry  at  10  cents  each. 
Columbia  Novotty  Co. 
D»P  4  CftXaal  U*«Uat  Baaa. 


Ride  and  Sell 

Black  Beauty  Bicycles 

— the  bicycle  with  the  biggest  reputation 
for  easy  riding,  good  looks  and  good  solid 
wear.  This  wonderful  wheel  with  18 
exclusive  features — 

From  Factory  to  You— FREE 

We’ll  ship  on  approval — express  prepaid. 
Look  the  wheel  over  before  you  pay  a  cent. 
You’re  sure  to  be  enthusiastic  when  you  see 
the  wonderful  1921  Model  Electrically 
Equipped 

BLACK.  BEAUTY 

Our  direct-from-factory-to-you-price  saves  you  money.  A 
small  deposit  and  A  DOLLAR  A  WEEK— the  wheel  is 
yours  with  the  first  payment.  Don’t  delay — write  now. 


HAVERF0RD  CYCLE  COMPANY 

Dept.  525  (Est  25  years)  Philadelphia,  Pa. 

Be  a  Black  Beauty  Owner  Agent 


BLANK  CARTRIDGE  PISTOL 

PRICES 
50c. 

J00 


RcfMvar 


Catalog 


Freo 


Wall  made  and  ef- 
fective;  modelled  on 
latest  typo  of  Revolver: 
appearance  alone  ia 
enough  to  scare  a  burg¬ 
lar.  When  loaded  it  may 
be  as  effective  as  a  real 

revolver  without  danger  to  lifo.  It  takes  stand¬ 
ard  .22  Cal.  Blank  Cartridge*  obtainable  every¬ 
where.  A  Great  Protection  Against  Burglars, 

Tramps  and  Dogs.  You  can  have  it  lying  about 
without  the  danger  attached  to  other  revolvers. 

PRICE  SOe  Postpaid:  Better  make  and  superior  quaRty  for 
Sl.OO.  Blank  Cartridge*  .22  cal.,  shipped  express  &Qc per  100. 

LIBERTY  SPOILING  GOOBS  CD„  Bn  782.  Deft.  409  CBICIGB 


iGenmneSynthexGemnngineithei 

Rjadieo  6-prong  solid  gold  mounting  A 
jSkpr  gents’  belcher  style,  sent  to  /$* 
wear  lOdays.  Look,  like  gen-  £& 
gjKSkuinediamond.Almoeta  enratfSHS 
ESSei  large.  If  you  find  it  a  won-  B&L 
ul  bargain  pay  onlyPTS 
$1.60  on  arrival.  Then  $2.60  [,'aS 
monthly  until  only  116.75  ialAfttj 
XV^ajpaid.  Otherwise  return  in[  As 
1  10  days  and  payment  will 

l-’SSJberefunocd.  ScndstringorKf  ’• 
gKgj Piece  of  paper  fitting  aee-fjj*.- 
SWMHond  joint  of  finger.  KeeDKLTk 
yjafflitonly  if  perfectlysatiafieiLKjSey 
iJUPjState  whether  la  d  i  e  a  ’  cr|l*g 
Or)!  gents’  ring  is  wanted.  SondpaSS 
,  now— send  no  money."  KS* 


HEW  DOUBLE  ACTION  BABY  flAMMERLESS  REVOLVER 


Smallest,  Neatest,  Practi¬ 
cal  Itevolvor  made.  De¬ 
signed  Chiefly 
for  Scents  and 


Also  idea!  homo 
pistol,  ,22cali- 
fcre.  6  chambers. 

Pest  steel.  Niche!  plated. 
Every  one  tested  at  factory, 


Accidental  discharge  impos¬ 
sible,  end  safest,  quick¬ 
est  firing.  When  yon 
peed  n  pistol  you 
need  it  bad  and 
quick,  as  every 
second  coants. 
Bo  prepared  to 
defend.  You 
should  bavo  one; 
there  is  no  bettcA 
or  safer  made. 


Price  by  Insured  Mail,  $5.00  Big  Catalog  freo 
Bates  Gua  Company,  Dept.  32,  Melrose,  Mass. 


TOBACCO  HABIT 

Crushes  Helpless  Victims  ) 

Not  only  la  tobacco  filthy  and  diacuatinr  to 
your  loved  ones,  bat  It  contain*  a  Deadly  Poi¬ 
son  which  weakens  heart*  stomach*  lower* 
vitality  and  invite*  diaeaao  that  may  shorten 
yoar  life.  STOP  I  Retrain  vigor;  but  don’t 
shock  your  eyatera  by  trying  to  quit  unaided. 

EASY  TO  QUIT 

It  mate#*  no  difference  how  Ion*  you  have 
used  tobacco  whether  you  smoke  eiffarett**, 
pipe,  cigars*  chew  or  u*o  snuff,  Nlx-O-Tlno 
Tobacco  Remedy  will  free  you  from  the  crav¬ 
ing  quickly  and  for  good.  No  further  d*fire 
for  tobacco.  Guaranteed  harmless. 
cured  thonasnds  of  worst  esses. 

If  Itcures,  costs  SI.  CCWT  f)M  TD|  A  I 
No  charge  if  it  fails,  IIUAE. 

Write  today  for  full  remedy  on  trial 


PERKINS  CHEMICAL  COMPANY.  E-12.  HatUift.  Nebr. 


or  HAIR  nets 
CROSS  OCEAN 
THREE  TIMES 


Although  the 
traffic  in  human 
hair  has  not  been 
so  brisk  during 
the  past  few 
years  as  former¬ 
ly  on  account  of 
the  veering  of 
the  fashions  in 
hairdressing  to¬ 
ward  the  extrem- 
e  s  t  simplicity, 
still  there  are 
millions  of  pounds 
of  human  hair 
exported  from 
China. 

The  hair-net 
business  has  be¬ 
come  of  great  im¬ 
portance  to  the 
province  of  Shan¬ 
tung,  which  now 
provides  practi¬ 
cally  the  entire 
supply  for  the 
market.  Thus  the 
hair  net  worn  by 
the  veriest  stay- 
at-home  in  Amer¬ 
ica  has  doubtless 
crossed  the  ocean 
thro-'  times. 

Since  the  aboli¬ 
tion  of  the  queues 
after  the  recent 
fall  of  the  Man- 
chu  dvnastv.  long 
pig  tai’s  of  Chin¬ 
ese  hair  are  no 
longer  readily 
available.  The 
dealers  are  rely¬ 
ing  more  and 
more  on  the 
combings  of  wo¬ 
rn  e  n  ,  although 
there  are  men 
who  make  it  a 
part  of  their  busi¬ 
ness  to  let  their 
hair  grow  to 
about  eight  inches 
in  length  and  then 
sell  it  to  the  bar¬ 
ber  who  in  turn 
sells  it  to  the 
small  trader  in 
hair.  For  export¬ 
ing,  hair  is  assort¬ 
ed  according  to 
length  and  tied 
in  bunches.  Most 
of  the  exports  go 
to  England, 
France  and  the 
United  States. 


Write  to  Riker  &  King,  Advertising  Offices,  118  East  28th  Street,  New  York  City, 
or  8  South  Wabash  Avenue,  Chicago,  for  particulars  about  advertising  in  this  magazine . 


AIDS  TO  EFFICIENCY  > 

SHORTHAND— Learn  system  few  evenings  (home); 

then  acquire  speed,  pleasant  practice.  Practical; 
used  by  professional  stenographers,  government,  mu¬ 
nicipal,  corporation,  reporting  work.  Also  valuable  aid 
for  professional,  business  men;  superintendents,  me¬ 
chanicians,  electricians,  investigators,  detectives,  teach¬ 
ers,  authors,  students — everybody.  Amazingly  sim¬ 
ple.  Brochure  free.  King  Institute,  EB-370,  Station 
F,  New  York.  _ _ _ 

WRITE  THE  WORDS  FOR  A  SONG.  We  revise  poems, 
write  music  aud  guarantee  to  secure  publication.  Sub¬ 
mit  poems  on  any  subject.  Broadway  Studios,  165C. 
Fitzgerald  Building,  New  York. 


AGENTS 

$36  TO  $56  WEEKLY  in  your  spare  time  doing 
special  advertising  work  among  the  families  of  your 
city;  no  experience  necessary;  write  today  for  full  par¬ 
ticulars.  American  Products  Co.,  4894  American  Bldg., 
Cincinnati,  Ohio. 

ART  AND  DEN  PICTURES 

GIRL  PICTURES— Real  "Classy”;  16  (all  different) 
$1.00;  two  samples.  25  cts.  (nothing  vulgar).  United 
Sales  Co.,  .Springfield,  Ill, _ _ 

PHOTO’S  GIRL  MODELS.  Daring  poses,  samples  25 
cts.  Dozen  $1.50.  Shlmmie  Dancer,  she’s  alive,  boys, 
sample  25  cts.  Dozen  $1.50.  Oriental  Hula  Hula 
Dancer,  sample  25  cts.  Dozen  $1.50.  Book  Exposing 
gambling  25  cts.  Illustrated  sporting  goods  catalogue 
10  cts.  Hamilton’s  Company,  Barnes  City,  Iowa. 

COINS  AND  STAMPS 

$2  TO  $500  EACH  paid  for  hundreds  of  old  coins 
dated  before  1895.  Keep  ALL  old  money.  Send  10 
cts.  for  New  Illstd.  Coin  Book,  4x6,  showing  Guaranteed 
Prices.  You  may  have  Valuable  coins.  Clarke  Coin 
Co..  Box  156,  Le  Roy.  N.  Y.  ■ 


FOR  SALE 

SILK  REMNANTS.  Largest  packages  yet  offered.  Sauare 
of  stomped  satin  free  with  every  package.  15  cts. 
Silk  Manufacturers  Agency.  Portland.  Me, _ 

IF  YOU  WANT  "to  sell  or  exchange  your  property 
write  me.  JOHN  J.  BLACK,  173rd  St.,  Chippewa 
Fails.  Wis. 


MISCELLANEOUS— Continued 

JUMBO  PEANUTS,  wonderfully  good,  real  flavor,  de¬ 
licious,  shelled.  Large  package,  $1.  Sample  package, 

25  cts.,  postpaid.  Small  dealers  supplied.  Write  Joe. 
Simmons,  Brancliville,  Va.  _ 

FISH  LURE  Makes  Them  Bite  Fast.  Box,  25c.;  Five, 
$1.00.  Hamilton’s  Co.,  Barnes  City,  Iowa. 

PERSONAL 

WHY  BE  LONESOME?— Join  our  club,  and  make  in¬ 
teresting  friends.  Send  stamped  envelope.  National 
Bureau.  z214  N.  Halsted  St.,  Chicago,  Ill. _ _ 

MARRY — Many  rich;  particulars  X.or  stamp.  Mrs. 
Morrison,  3053  W.  Holden  St.,  Seattle.  Wash. _ _ 

MARRY  IF  LONESOME — Ladies'  Membership  Free. 

Gentlemen’s  Membership  two  months  25  cents.  One 
year,  $1.00.  Copy  members  names,  addresses,  10  cents. 
Sweetheart’s  Magazine,  Barnes  City,  Iowa. 

PIMPLES — Acne  eruptions,  face  or  body;  I  know  the 
cause,  my  internal  treatment  removes  it;  my  special 
external  preparation  eradicates  all  blemishes  and  re¬ 
stores  natural  skin.  Booklet  for  stamp.  Dr.  Rodgers, 

135  East  47th  St.,  Chicago. _ 

WRITE  Lillian  Sproul.  Station  H,  Cleveland,  O.,  if 
you  wish  a  pretty  and  wealthy  wife.  Enclose  stamped 
envelope.  _ ' _ 

LONELY  MAIDEN,  26,  would  marry.  Write  for  pic- 

ture.  Box  150K,  Syracuse.  N.  Y. _ 

MARRY.  Successful  "Home  Maker.”  Hundreds  rich. 

Confidential,  reliable,  years’  experience,  descriptions 
free.  The  Successful  Club,  Box  556,  Oakland.  Cal. 
MARRY  RiCH,  hundreds  anxious,  descriptive  list  free, 

satisfaction  guaranteed.  Select  Club,  Dept.  A,  Rapid 
City,  So.  Dak. _ 

SIXTH  AND  SEVENTH  BOOKS  OF  MOSES.  Egyptian 

secrets.  Black  art,  other  rare  books.  Catalog  fre6.  ■». 
Star  Book  Co.,  4-R-21,  Camden,  N.  J. _ 

MARRY:  Thousands  congenial  people,  worth  from 

$1,000  to  $50,000  seeking  early  marriage,  descriptions, 
photos,  introductions  free.  Sealed.  Either  sex.  Send 
no  money.  Address  Standard  Cor.  Club,  Grayslake.  Ill. 
GET  MARRIED — Best  Matrimonial  paper  published. 

Mailed  FREE.  American  Distributor,  Suite  217, 
Blairsville,  Penna. _ 

MARRY — FREE  PHOTOS  beautiful  ladles;  descriptions 
and  directory ;  pay  when  married.  New  Plan  Co., 
Dept  245.  Kansas  City.  Mo. 


ABSOLUTELY  FREE — Information  about  our  method 
of  helping  farmseekers  settle  on  choice  hardwood 
land  in  Michigan.  Ideal  living  conditions,  successful 
crops.  Big  illustrated  booklet  tells  everything.  FREE 
— send  for  it  now.  Swigart,  M-126S,  First  National 
Bank  Building,  Chicago,  111. 

HELP  WANTED 

WANTED — 1,500  Railway  Traffic.  Inspectors;  no  expe¬ 
rience;  train  for  this  profession  thru  spare  time  home- 
study;  easy  terms ;  $110  to  $200  monthly  and  expenses 
guaranteed,  or  money  back.  Outdoors;  local  or  travel¬ 
ing;  under  big  men  who  reward  ability.  Get  Free 
Booklet.  CM -101,  Standard  Business  Training  Inst, 
Buffalo.  N.  Y. _ _ 

MEN  WANTED  for  Detective  Work.  Experience  Un¬ 
necessary.  Write  J.  Ganor,  Former  U.  S.  Govt.  Do- 
tective,  132,  St.  Louis,  Mo, _ 

BE  A  DETECTIVE.  Opportunity  for  men  and  women 
for  secret  investigation  in  your  district.  Write  C.  T. 
Ludwig.  521  Westorer  Bldg..  Kansas  City,  Mo. 

DETECTIVES  earn  big  money.  Travel  and  good  op¬ 
portunities.  Wo  show  you  how.  Write  American 
School  of  Criminology.  Dept.  M,  Detroit.  Mich. 

LADIES  WANTED,  and  MEN,  too,  to  address  envel¬ 
opes  and  mail  advertising  matter  at  home  for  large 
mail  order  firms,  spare  or  whole  time.  Can  make 
$10  to  $35  wkly.  No  capital  or  experience  required. 
Book  explains  everything;  send  10  cts.  to  cover  postage, 
etc.  Ward  Pub.  Co..  Tilton.  N.  H. 

DETECTIVES  EARN  BIG  MONEY.  Great  demand  for 
men  and  women.  Fascinating  work.  Particulars  free. 
Write.  American  Detective  System,  1968  Broadway. 
New  York. 


MISCELLANEOUS 


SPORTS  Own 

pictures,  etc. 
Hamilton’s  Co., 


Book — Contains  jazzy  reading,  daring 
prepaid,  25  cts.;  catalogue  10  cts. 
Barnes  City,  Iowa. 


PATENTS,  Trademark,  Copyright — foremost  word  free. 

Long  experience  as  patent  solicitor.  Prompt  advice 
charges  very  reasonable.  Correspondence  solicited,  Re¬ 
sults  procured.  Metzger.  Washington  D.  C 


ELECTRICAL  Tattooing  Machine.  $3.  $5  and  $7  Cata¬ 
logue  for  stamp.  J.  H.  Temke.  1019  Vine  li  Cin¬ 
cinnati.  O.  . 


BOOKS-PHOTOS— NOVELTIES -Just  what  you  want 
Big  catalog,  10  eta.  United  Sales  Co.,  Springfield,  111. 


MARRY— MARRIAGE  DIRECTORY  with  photos  and 
descriptions  free.  Pay  when  married.  The  Exchange, 
Dept.  545.  Kansas  City,  Mo. _ 

MARRY — For  speedy  marriage,  absolutely  the  best, 
largest  In  the  country;  established  16  years;  thou¬ 
sands,  wealthy  members,  both  sexes,  wishing  early 
marriage;  confidential;  descriptions  free.  The  Old 
Reliable  Club,  Mrs.  Wrubel,  Box  26.  Oakland.  Cal. 
SINCERE  LADIES  and  G  ENT  LEM  E  N  who  wish  to 
marry.  Confidential  and  satisfaction.  Box  73,  Arcade  * 
Stati on.  Los  Angeles,  Calif, _ _ 

TOO  FAT?  No  need  drugging  or  starving  yourself. 

Follow  simple  self  treatment  system  under  guarantee. 

Get  box  of  Korein  tabules,  any  busy  pharmacy.  Or 
write  for  free  brochure  to  Korein  Company,  ND-370,  ''I1 
Station  X,  New  York. 

EXQUISITE  EYELASHES,  eyebrows.  Long,  soft,  silky,  * -ji 

fascinating  in  self  beauty  culture.  Get  Kotalko  at 
druggist’s  or  send  10  cents  for  proof  box.  Kotalko 
Offices.  BD-370.  Station  X,  New  York. 
m'ARRY— WITHIN  SIXTY  DAYS.  PAY  when  mar-  ~|l 

ried.  Send  no  money  for  our  new  liberty  guarantee 
marriage  plan.  Nothing  ever  like  it  in  America.  Pilot 
Pub.  Co.,  Desk  B,  Marshall.  Mich.  II 

BACHELOR,  American.  36,  broker,  refined,  excellent  |l 

references,  wishes  to  correspond  with  refined  lady  of  I 
means.  Object,  matrimony.  Address  A.  R.  M.,  Box  163, 
Albuquerque.  N.  M, 

SCIENTIFIC 

YOUR  LIFE  STORY  in  the  stars.  Send  birth  date  and 
dime  for  trial  reading.  Sherman  Rapid  City,  ,ff.  Dak. 

ASTROLOGY— STARS  TELL  LIFE’S  STORY.  Send  ! 

liirthdate  and  dime  for  trial  reading.  Eddy,  4307  *  HI 
Jefferson,  Kansas  City,  Mo,  Apartment  73. _ . 

YOUR  FUTURE  FORETOLD. — Send  dime,  birthdate, 

for  truthful,  reliable,  convincing  trial  reading.  Hazel 
Hause,  Box  215,  Los  Angeles.  Cal,  , 

SONGWRITERS  J 

SONGWRITERS! — Learn  of  the  public’s  demand  for 
songs  suitable  for  dancing  and  the  opportunities 
greatly  changed  conditions  offer  new  writers,  obtainable 
only  in  our  "Songwriters’  Manual  &  Guide.”  sent  free. 
Submit  your  Ideas  for  songs  at  once  for  free  criticism 
and  advice.  We  revise  poems,  compose  music,  secure  J 

copyright  and  facilitate  free  publication  or  outright  s*la*M 
of  songs.  Knickerbocker  Studios,  $32  Gaiety  Bldg., 

Now  Yoik. 


SONGWRITERS— Continued 

WRITE  THE  WORDS  FOR  A  SONG!  W*.  will  writ* 
t u«  muiio  and  guirauu1®  jiubUonuon  ou  a  royalty 
Submit  poems  on  any  subject.  Scion  Music 
Company  S  Michigan  Are..  Room  122,  Chicago. 

WRITE  A  SONG  POEM — 1  compose  music  and  guar¬ 
antee  publication.  Send  poem  today.  E.  Hanson. 
8310  Broadway.  Boom  107,  Chicago. _ 

WRITE  A  SONG  POEM — Love.  Mother.  Home,  Comic 
or  any  subject.  I  compose  music  and  guarantee 
publication.  Send  words  today.  Edward  Trent,  S36 
Reaper  Block,  Chicagq. _ 

WRITE  THE  WORDS  FOR  A  SONG.  Wo  revise  poems. 

write  music  and  guarantee  to  secure  publication. 
Submit  poems  on  any  subject.  Broadway  Studios, 
1F5C.  Fitzgerald  Building.  New  York. _ 

STAMMERING- 

ST-STU-T-T-TERING  and  stammering  cured  at  home. 

Instructive  booklet  free.  Walter  McDonnell,  15 
Potomac  Back  Bldg.,  Washington.  D.  C. _ 

THEATRICAL 

SET  ON  THE  STAGE.  I  tell  you  howl  Bend  «  cts. 

postage  for  illustrated  Stage  Book  and  full  par- 
ticulars.  H,  LaDelle.  Box  557.  Los  Angeles.  Cal. 

TOBACCO  HABIT 

TOBACCO  or  Snuff  Habit  cured  or  no  pay.  $1  11 
cured.  Remedy  sent  on  trial.  Superba  Co.,  PC, 
Baltimore.  Md. _ 

TOBACCO  KILLS  MANLY  VIGOR.  Quit  habit  easily. 

Any  form,  chewing,  smoking  or  snuff,  cured  or  no 
Charge.  If  cured,  $1.  Stop?  craving,  harmless.  Full 
remedy  on  triaL  Perkins  Co.,  B-51  Hastings.  Nebr. 


If  Ruptured 

lry  Inis  free 

Apply  It  to  Any  Rupture,  Old  or 
Recent,  Large  or  Small,  and  you 
Are  on  the  Road  That  Has 
Convinced  Thousands. 


Sent  Free  To  Prove  This 

Anyone  ruptured,  man,  woman  or  child, 
should  write  at  once  to  W-  S.  Rice,  2056 
Main  St.,  Adams,  N.  Y„  for  a  free  trial  of 
his  wonderful  stimulating  application.  Juf.t 
put  it  on  the  rupture  and  the  muscles  begin 
,to  tighten;  they  begin  to  bind  together  so 
that  the  opening  closes  naturally  and  the 
need  of  a  support  or  truss  or  appliance  is 
Then  done  away  with.  Don’t  neglect  to  send 
for  this  free  trial.  Even  if  your  rupture 
doesn't  bother  you,  what  is  the  use  of  wear- 
sing  supports  all  your  life?  Why  sikffer  this 
nuisance?  Why  run  the  risk  of  gangrene 
and  such  dangers  from  a  small  and  innocent 
little  rupture,  the  kind  that  has  thrown 
thousands  on  the  operating  table?  A  host 
of  men  and  women  are  daily  running  such 
risk  just  because  their  ruptures  do  not  hurt 
nor  prevent  them  from  getting  around.  Write 
at  once  for  this  free  trial,  as  it  is  certainly 
a  wonderful  thing  and  has  aided  in  the  cure 
of  ruptures  that  were  as  big  as  a  man’s 
two  fist-.  Try  and  write  at  once,  using  the 
sonpon  below. 


Free  for  Rupture. 

W,  g.  Rice.  Inc., 

•  2056  Main  St.,  Adams,  N.  Y. 

Too  may  send  me  entirely  free  a 
Sample  Treatment  of  your  stimulating 
application  for  Rupture. 

•Name  . . . . . 

Add reaa  . . . . 

Hta'e  . 


IS&Moirt&stoRay. 

JbSHP  Enjoy  yonr  1921  "Ranger** 

»t  once.  Earn  money  for  the 
•mall  monthly  payment*  on  Our  Easy  Pay¬ 
ment  Plan.  Parent*  often  advance  first 
•mall  payment  to  help  tbalc  boys  along. 

FACTORY  TO  RIDER  wholesale  prices. 

Three  big  model  factories.  44  Styles,  col- 
EK.VJiLsiiS?  M1S£  famous  Ranger  line.--, 
DELIVERED  FREE,  express  prepaid,  FOR 
30  DAYS  TRIAL.  Select  bleyclo  and  terms 
that  rult— cash  or  easy  payments. 

T:„ot  lamps,  horns, wheels,  parts  and 
irEaequipment,  at  half  retail  prices. 

SEND  NO  MONEY  —  Simply  write  today  for  bis 
FREE  Ranger  Catalog  and  marvelous  prices  and  term*. 

Company 


Mead»fP!e 


Dept  L.)88€hiCflgO«k»ei  Agents' 


Hew 


Growth 


BALDNESS  haired,  falling 
Btopped,  new  hair  fertilized. 
DANDRUFF  eradicated 
Many  such  reports  from 
women,  men,  ail  ages.  Try 
KOTALKO  when  all  else 
fails!  Lose  no  more  hair! 

Get  full  box  of  KOTALKO 
at  any  busy  druggist’s.  Or 
send  lOcents,  for  PROOFbox. 
KOTALKO  OFFICE,  BF-375, 
Station  X,  New  York,  N.  Y, 


STOP 
Tobacco 
i 


Simply  send  name,  no  money, 
noobiigatiorvand  get  Dr.  Elders 
famous  free  WTH-fcW'rcn 
sample  of  PRCrl* 
TOBACCO  * 

BOON.  No  craving  for  tobacco  after  first  few  doses. 

Dr.  H.  Will  Elders,  Dept.  1003  St.  Joseph,  Mo. 


WARNERBTuFxAoLS- 


Get  a  Warner  “Infallible”  Automatic  and  teach  the 

women  how  to  plug  the  bull’s  eye.  Target  shooting  is 
intense,  exciting  sport  Excellent  training  for  nerves  and 
eyes.  Teaches  self-reliance,  confidence  and  familial ity 
with  weapons.  What  a  Shooter  Say3  :‘‘Your  ‘Infallible’ 
Automatic  Pistol  is  all  that  you  claim  and  more.  I  put 
seven  shots  in  bull’s  eye  one  inch  in  diameter  at  distance 
of  twenty-five  feet  with  the  pistol.  The  accuracy  of 
this  arm  is  unsurpassed  by  any  regardl -ss  of  price.” 
C.  S.  Hoffman,  157  Oakwood  Avenue,  Ornnge,  N.  J. 

FREE  LESSON  OFFER 

An  authority  has  prepared  for 
us.  a  set  of  six  lessons  on  the 

Art  of  Pistol  Markmanship. 

These  lessons  are  of  marvelous 
value  in  the  use  and  care  of  a 

Warner"  Infallible”  Automatic. 

Write  today  for  illustrated  cir¬ 
cular  and  terms  of  Free  Lesson 
Offer. 

KIRTLAMD  BROTHERS  &  CO.,  !NC. 
96  Chambers  St.  (Dept.  It. K.)  New  York 

Fielder’s  Glove  and  High  Grade  Ball  £  Rff. 

^  GENUINE  REACH  ALL  LEATHER  *  I  I  fc.8* 

High  Grade  Fielder's  Glove' 
and  Profeaalonal  Hal  I 'full  elr.e) 
with  Horeehide  Cover.  Guar¬ 
anteed.  ALL  FREE  for  aelline 
SO  package*  Bingo  Perfumed 
Ironlmr  Wax  at  10r  a  package. 

Kaay  to  eell.  Big  demand. 

Order  today. 

BINGO  CO..  Dopt.  288  Binghamton 


ELECTRIC 
SHIP  MAKES 
5,122  MILES 
WITHOUT  STOP 


The  first  leg:  of 
the  world  circling: 
voyage  of  the  el¬ 
ectrically  propel¬ 
led  American 
freighter  Eclipse, 
which  sailed 
hence  on  Decem¬ 
ber  1,  has  been 
completed  at  Port 
Said,  according  to 
a  letter  received 
by  the  General 
Electric  Company 
from  an  engineer, 
A.  Starr  of  the 
Locomotive  Su¬ 
perheater  C  o  m- 
pany,  who  went 
along  with  the 
ship’s  engineering 
force  as  an  ob¬ 
server.  Mr.  Starr 
said  the  trip  of 
5,122  miles  with¬ 
out  a  single  stop 
was  the  most  in¬ 
teresting  in  his 
long  experience. 

“The  chief  en¬ 
gineer  of  the 
Eclipse,”  the  let¬ 
ter  said,  “was 
very  well  satisfied 
with  the  perform¬ 
ance  of  the  entire 
equipment,  and 
w  a  s  especially 
pleased  with  the 
simplicity  of  its 
operation.  The  en¬ 
gineer’s  force  is 
not  above  the  av¬ 
erage  in  experi¬ 
ence,  and  there¬ 
fore  when  we  con¬ 
sider  these  facts 
and  circumstanc¬ 
es,  together  with 
the  performance 
of  the  vessel,  it 
is  safe  to  say 
that  no  ship  own¬ 
er  would  make 
equipping  h  i  s 
ship  with  this 
type  of  machin¬ 
ery.  The  engin¬ 
eers  on  watch  op¬ 
erated  the  appa¬ 
ratus  as  easily 
as  a  motorman 
does  a  trolley 


OUR  TEN-CENT  HAND  BOOKS 

Uselul  Instructive,  and  Amusing.  They  Contain 
Valuable  Information  on  Almost  Every  Subject 

xi.,  ilOW  TO  DO  SECOND  SIGHT.— Heller  «  s«C- 

liVju’i  explained  by  ins  former  assistant,  l  ied  Hunt, 
t  tuuimiug  uuw  lUe  secret  dialogues  were  carried  on 
betwee?  ine  magician  anu  the  buy  on  the  stage;  also 
uiving  ail  tbe  codes  and  signals. 

*»  '  ....  uoW  TO  EM'lAIN  DREAMS. — T  ills  Jjftle 

book*  gives  tne  explanation  to  all  kinds  of  dreams,  to- 
aetbei  wiin  lucky  anu  unlucky  days. 

v  ...  now  TO  WklTk  LliTlliKS  TO  OENTLii- 
.u£>.-Containing  iuu  instructions  lor  writing  to  gen- 

1  ‘e£UU, 5 UHU VV U'r O ''lVG u O M E  a  G VM> AST.— Containing 
list  ructions  tor  an  kuius  ol  gymnastic  sports  anu 
Lrnleac  exercises.  Hmbraemg  thnty-me  inustiauous. 
i'i'olessor  VV.  Macdonald. 

m  non  To  xro  v* .  smr.  AND  utb.li  a  i>OA4. 

A  1 1 1  ,i  sLruleu.  nuii  instructions  ale  grten  in  tms 

Utue  ooom  togetner  wiln  instructions  on  swimming  and 
<‘t»uiuaiiiuu  sports  lu 

.ruing,  companion^  p^^i^  hook  Ol  UECT1A- 

\ »°*  C  —  ion laimug  muoL  popular  sc* icc irons  Ui  use, 

.umming  ouicn  dialect,  F  rencn  drareel,  laimee  and 
Uwn  uiuiect  pieces,  togeiner  with  many  stanuard  read- 

1UtS‘  •»*  now  TO  Ttin  jl- oitTliAxib. — iivtryone  is  de- 
,  m  Knowing  wnat  ins  mime  me  wm  onng  lortn. 

slrons  ol  Kno'un^  ^  mioc0 ,  uwun  or  poverty.  Ion 

caueteu  by*  u  giauce  at  tins  little  nook,  buy  one  and  be 

coin  me  '  imto.'di  AN  IN  VliiM  On.- Every 

nov  snotiid  Know  now  inventions  originated.  im»  book 
explains  mem  all,  giving  oAxuip.es  ill  eieetnenv,  hydrau- 
Ucs  magnetism,  optics,  pneumatics,  lmcnamcs,  etc. 
n'..  ho  now  m  ua»K. — One  ol  tne  most  instructive 
j,  eooiting  ever  puuiisueu.  it  contains  recipes 

K,“  clXug  uS.  U.U. 

XldJluIi.  can,.  «“d  »»l  ul  iw«r».  uud  a  a.aaU 

i-.vi lection  ol  reerpes. 

Nn  Si  non  iv  HEUOME  A  SPEAKER.  Containing 
tomteen  illustrations,  giving  me  diuerent  positions 
lOUf,  i,i  uecome  a  goou  speuner,  reauer  ana  eiocu- 

uouwt.  Also  containing  gems  from  ail  the  popular 
autnois  oi  prose  anu  poetry.  . 

No  S'.  HOW  TO  unni  A  BICYCLE.— Containing  iu- 
.  ri icLions  mr  ueg.nncrs,  cuoiee^  oi  a  machine.  Hints  on 
naming,  etc.  a  complete  book,  Full  ol  practical  lilus- 

No  v,  HOW  TO  PLAY  OAJlEb. — A  complete  and 
u-eltii  nitie  book,  containing  tne  rules  and  regulations 
ofbriuams.  bagatelle,  oacKgammon.  clot,  net,  uonir- 
uocs,  etc. 

.  uoW  TO  SOLVE  CON  UN  i>  HUMS. — Containing 

aU  tue  leauing  cuuuuuruins  oi  tne  day.  amusing  riddles, 
curious  caicnes  anu  witty  sayings. 

No  3».  HOW  TO  UKtOiUE  YOUR  OWN  DOCTOR.— 
A  wonderful  book,  containing  uselul  and  practical  inlor- 
mation  in  tbe  treatment  or  ordinary  diseases  and  ail¬ 
ments  common  lo  every  family.  Abounding  in  useiui 
and  effective  recipes  lor  general  complaints. 

No  3!>.  HOW  TO  RAISE  DUOS,  TOtKllU,  1*10 HONS 
AN  o'  RABBITS— A  uselul  and  instructive  book,  baud- 
souidj  illustrated. 

No.  04.  HOW  TO  MAKE  ELECTK1CAL  MACHINES. 

_ Con  taming  iuu  directions  Lor  mailing  electrical  uia- 

cbines,  induction  coi,s,  uynamos  anu  many  novet  toys 
io  be  worked  by  electricity,  by  K.  A.  it.  benuet.  buily 
illustrated. 

No  05  MILDOON’S  JOKES.— The  most  original 
ioke  "ever  publisned.  and  it  is  brimful  of  wit  and  hu¬ 
mor.  ft  contains  a  large  collection  of  songs,  jokes, 
conundrums,  etc.,  oi  Terence  Muldoon,  tbe  gieat  wit, 
humorist  and  practical  joker  of  tbe  daj. 

No.  00.  HOW  TO  1)0  PUZZLES.— Containing  over 
three  hundred  interesting  puzzles  and  conundrums,  with 
key  to  same.  A  complete  book.  Fully  illustrated. 

No  07.  HOW  TO  HO  ELECTRICAL  TRICKS.— Con¬ 
taining  a  large  collection  of  instructive  and  highly 
amusing  electrical  tricks,  together  with  illustrations, 
by  A.  Anderson. 

ffor  enle  by  all  newsdealers,  or  will  be  sent  to  any 
address  on  receipt  of  price,  10c.  per  copy,  In 
monei  or  stamps,  by 

FRANK  TOUSEY,  Publisher, 

168  West  23d  Street,  New  lork. 


PLUCK  AND  LUCK 

- LATEST  ISSUES - 

1133  We  Three  ;  or,  The  White  Boy  Slaves  of  the  Soudan. 

1154  Jack  Izzard,  the  Yankee  Middy.  (A  Story  of  tbe 

War  With  Tripoli.)  . 

1155  The  Senator’s  Boy;  or,  The  Early  Struggles  of  a 

Great  Statesman.  _  .  . 

1156  Kit  Carson  on  a  Mysterious  Trail;  or,  Branded  a 

Renegade.  ^  _  . 

1157  The  Lively  Eight  Social  Club;  or.  From  Cider  to 

1158  The  Dandy  of  the  School;  or,  The  Boys  of  Bay  Cliff. 
1131)  Out  in  the  Streets.  A  Story  of  High  and  Low  Life 

ii,  New  York. 

1160  Captain  Bay,  the  Young  Leader  of  the  Forlorn 

Ho;  ;. 

1161  “3";  or.  The  Ten  Treasure  Houses  of  the  Tartar 

King. 

1162  Railroad  Bob;  or,  The  Train  Wreckers  of  the  West. 

1163  A  Millionaire  at  18;  or,  The  American  Boy  Croesus. 

1104  The  Seven  White  Bears;  or,  The  Band  of  Fate. 

1105  Shamus  O'Brien;  or,  The  Bold  Boy  of  Glingali. 

1100  The  Skeleton  Scout;  or.  The  Dread  Rider  of  the 

Plains. 

1167  ‘'Merrv  Matt”;  or.  The  Will  o’  the  Wisp  of  Wine.” 
1108  The  Boy  With  the  Steel  Mask;  or,  A  Face  That 
Was  Never  Seen. 

116b  Clear  the  Track  Tom;  or,  The  Youngest  Engineer 
on  the  Road. 

1170  Gallant  Jack  Barry;  or,  The  Young  Fathtr  of  the 

American  Navy. 

1171  Laughing  Luke,  the  Yankee  Spy  of  the  Revolution. 
117”  From  Gutter  to  President;  or.  The  Luck  of  a  Waif. 

1173  Davy  Crockett.  Jr.;  or.  “Be  Sure  You’re  Right, 

Then  Go  Ahead.” 

1174  The  Young  Diamond  Hunters;  or,  Two  Runaway 

Boys  in  Treasure  Land. 

1175  The  Phantom  Brig;or,  The  Chase  of  the  Flying 

Clipper. 

1176  “Special”  Rob;  or.  The  Pride  of  the  Road. 

1177  Three  Chunms:  or.  The  Bosses  of  the  School. 

1178  The  Drummer  Boy’s  Secret;  or,  Oath-Bound  on  the 

Battlefield. 

1179  Jack  Bradford;  or,  The  Struggles  of  a  Working 

Boy.  _ 

1180  The  Unknown  Renegade;  or,  The  Three  Great 

Scouts. 

1181  80  Degrees  North;  or.  Two  Y'ears  on  the  Arctic 

Circle. 

1182  Running  Rot;  or.  Mad  Anthony’s  Rollicking  Scout. 

1183  Down  tiie  Shaft;  or,  The  Hidden  Fortune  of  a 

Bov  Miner. 

1184  The  Boy  Telegraph  Inspectors;  or.  Across  the  Con¬ 

tinent  on  a  Hand-Car. 

1185  Na/.oma  ;  or.  Lost  Among  the  Head-Hunters. 

1156  Frbm  Newsboy  to  President;  or,  Fighting  for  Fame 

and  Fortune. 

1157  Jack  Harrold,  the  Cabin  Boy;  or.  Ten  Y’ears  on  an 

Unlucky  Ship.  , 

1188  Gold  Gulch ;  or,  Tandy  Ellis’  Last  Trail. 

1189  Dick  Darlton.  the  Poorliouse  Boy;  or,  The  Strug¬ 

gles  of  a  Friendless  Waif. 

1190  The  Haunted  Lighthouse;  or.  The  Black  Band  of^ 

the  Coast. 

1191  The  Boss  Boy  Bootblack  of  New  Y’ork;  or,  Climbing 

the  Ladder  of  Fortune.  4k 

1192  The  Silver  Tiger;  or,  The  Adventures  of  a  Y'oung 

American  in  India. 

1193  General  Sherman’s  Boy  Spy ;  or.  The  March  to  the 

Sea. 

1194  Sam  Strap,  the  Y'oung  Engineer;  or.  The  Pluckiest 

Boy  on  the  Road. 

1195  Little  Robert  Emmet;  or,  The  White  Boys  of  Tip¬ 

perary. 

For  sale  by  all  newsdealers,  or  will  be  sent  to  any  ad¬ 
dress  on  receipt  ot  price,  7c.  per  copy,  in  money  or  pos¬ 
tage  stamps,  by 

HARRY  E  WOLFF,  rub.,  16G  W.  23d  St.,  N.  Y. 


SCENARIOS 


HOW  TO 
WRITE  THEM 


Price  35  Cents  Per  Copy 

This  book  contains  all  the  most  recent  changes  in  the 
method  of  construction  and  submission  of  scenarios. 
Sixty  Lessons,  covering  every  phase  of  scenario  writ¬ 
ing.  For  sale  by  all  Newsdealers  and  Bookstores. 
If  you  cannot  procure  a  copy,  send  us  the  prli. 
35  cents.  In  money  or  postage  stamps,  and  we  wll 
mail  you  one,  postage  free.  Address 
L.  8ENAKKNS,  210  Seventh  9ve.,  New  York,  N.  Y. 
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BE  A 

CERTIFICATED 


ELECTRICAL 


“Electrical  Experts”  Earn  $12  to  $30  a  * 

What’s  YOUR  Future  (T" 

and'f'b'ig1  succPes?m  this  Une*  are  t'fe’greatest'ever  kTOwn51'^'5’  ”d  °Pr  Jrtul  (  fo^ 
Experts  earn  $-0  to  $200  a  week.  Fit  yourself  for  one  of  these  big  paying  positions., 

oe  an  Electrical  Expert” 

"screw*"  driver”  S^Ski^lS  =  £  ^  -  «< 

money  But  it's  the  trained  manltfemYn  whf  JoC  -  t^Xtha  ~ ‘°  b°SS  th'  B“ 

knows  the  whys  and  wherefores  of  Electricity  —  J  pay* 

Age  or  Lack  of  Experience  No  Draw-Back  I 

You  don  t  have  to  be  a  College  Man;  you  don’t  gardless  of  .  ■ 

have  to  be  a  High  School  graduate.  My  Course  the  cha-irr  tn  k  catl9n  or  Previous  <Kperienc M 

in  Electricity  is  the  most  simple,  thorough,  and  “Electrical  ExperT^bleTo 2  Sh°r^iimc-  W 

successful  in  existence,  and  offers  every  man,  re-  a  week  txpert'  able  ,0  mak'  from  $76  to  $2f- 

I  Give  You  a  Real  Training 

As  Chief  Engineer  of  the  Chicago  Engineering  Works  I 
know  exactly  the  Kind  of  training  a  man  needs  to  get  the 
best  positions  at  the  highest  salaries.  Hundreds  of  my 


Your  Success  Guaranteed 


students  are  now  earning  $3,000  to  Si  noon 
successful  ELECTRICAL  CONTRACTORS. 


Many  are 


FREE — Electrical  Working  Outfit^FREE"  ” 

absolutely11  F^Ee!*  I  affo' suppl^ thlL ^ith^rawLJ  o'St£tMaterialS  and  **'*'""  °*  P°‘ 

things  that  other  schools  don’t  furnish.  8  Outfit,  examination 

With  me  you  do  PRACTICAL  work-AT  Tmvrrr  v _  .  ’  ’  * 


L.  L. 

COOKE, 

Chief  Eng.,  1 
Chicago  Engl, 
neerfng  Works, 

Dept.  205  1918 
Sunnyslde  Ave., 

Chicago,  III. 

pear  Sir:  Send  at  once 
Sample  Lessons,  your  Big 
Book,  and  full  particulars  of 
your  Free  Outfit  and  Home 
Study  Course— all  fully  prepaid, 
without  obligation  on  my  part. 


With  me  you  do  PRACTICAL  work— AT  ITOVftr  v 

lessons  to  WORK  AT  YOUR  PROFESSION  a  pracK 


- a  a.  a  a  * 

Get  Started  Now — Vic  HO^STO 

you  my  Electrical  Book  and  ti ** ?  */£***  \THFM 

Slectddtv*’  Snd/?u’11  enjoy  them.  Mai/  *  <0  V  ntiIW 

u  ectricity.  Send  m  coupon — NOW.  j  <a\ 

i  v 

‘Otv  Vw, 

SIDE  f°+  1 


<v\s  in  thi 
.cenarios 
writ 
tores 
pric* 
i  wll 


U  CAM 


New  York,  N. 


